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1 oO T H E 
1 Lok D PRIVY-SEAL. 


Lntending Kings, and Fields of Death, , tos ls 
_ Have been the Subject of the Britiſh Song, 
2 path not read of fam'd Ramillia's Plain, 

| Ries s Fall, and Danube choa d with Slaint 
rhauſted Themes | A gentler Note I raiſe, 

$:d ng returning Peace in ſofter Lays, 

K. Fury queu'd, and martial Rage alla a, | 

[wait our Heroes in the Suan Shade + 


| ? banding Hoſts are imag'd to my Mind, 

d Warring Pow'rs in friendly Leagues combin'd, 

Phile Eaſe and Pleaſure make the Nations ſmile, 
kd Heav'n and ANNA bleſs Britannia's Ne. 


ell ſends our CEE N Her Mitred BRISTOL forth, 

early Counſels fam d, and long-try'd Worth, 

„ thirty rolling Tears, had oft with-beld 

Suede and Saxon from the duſty Field; 

Plctely form'dto heal the Chriſtian Wounds; 

Name the Kings, and give each Kingdons Bounds, 

ace of ravag'd Nature to repair, | 

agues to ſoften Earth, and Heav'n by Prayr, 
A. 
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Great Strafford, rich in every courtly Grace, 


The bliſsſul Proſpects, in my Verſe diſplay d, 


To gain hy Love, where Rage and Slaughter fail, 


And make the Crofier g'er the Sword prevail. 
| h | ; | | | | — 
So when great Moſes, with JEHOVAH's Wand, 
Had ſcatter'd Plagues o'er flubborn Pharaoh's Land, 

Now fpread an Hoſt of Locuſts round the Shore, 


Nom turn'd Niles fattning Streams to putrid Gore 3 


Plenty aud Gladneſs mark'd the Prieſt of God, 
Ard ſudden Almonds ſhot from Aaron's Rod. 


© Thou, from whom theſe bounteous Blaſſings flow, * ( 
To whom, as chief, the Hopes of Peace we owe, 4 


(For next to Thee 5 the Man whom Kings contend 
To ftile Companion, and to make their Friend, 


Nit) joyful Pride accepts the ſecond Place.) 

From Britain's Iſle, and Iſis ſacred Spring 

One Hour, ob | /iten while the Muſes fing. 
Though Miniſters of mighty Monarchs wait, 

With beating Hearts, to learn their Maſters Fate, 
one Hour ſorbear to ſpeak thy QYVEEN's commands, | 
Nor think the World, thy Charge, neglected tand, ; 


May lure the Stubborn, the Deceiv'd perſuade, 
Ev'a Thou to Peace ſhalt ſpeedier urge the W ay, 
Aud more be baſten d by this ſhort Delay. 


P 0 E X 


0 N THE 


4 


— PROSPECT of PEACE. 


p HE baughty Gaul, in TenCampaigues 'erthrown, 
4 Now ceas d to think the Weſtern World his own; 
C of had be mourn'd his boaſting Leaders bound, 

4 And his proud Bulwarks ſmoaking on the Ground: 
In vain with Pow'rs renew'd he fill d the Plain, 

1 ade tim'rous Vows, and brib'd the Saints in vain 3 

7 s oft his Legions did the Fight decline, 

LLurk'd in the Trench, and skulk'd behind the Line. 
zefore his Eyes the fancy'd Javelin gleams, 

At Feaſts be ſtarts, and ſeems dethron'd in Dreams, 

On Glory paſt reflects with ſecret Pain, 

Dn lines exhanſteds and on Millions flain. 


ads, | 


To Britain's QUEEN che ſceptred Suppliant bends, 
To Her his Crowns d Tnfgne Race eee 


2 — — 


Who grieves Her Fame with Chriſtian Blood to buy, 
Nor a»ks for Glory at a Price ſo high. 

At Her Decree the War ſuſpended ſtands, | 

And Britain's Heroes hold their lifted Hands, 


- "Their open Brows no threatning Frowns diſguiſe, 

But gentler Paſſrons ſparkle in their Eyes. 
| The Gauls, who never in their Courts could find 
* Such temper'd Fire with manly Beauty join a, $ 
4 Doubt if they're thoſe, whom dreadful to the View | 
| In Forms ſo fierce their fearful Fancies drew, 1 
At whoſe dire Names ten thouſand Widows preſt 7 
Their helpleſs Orphans clinging to the Breaſt. 

In falent Rapture each his Foe ſurveys, 
0 


They vow firm Friendſhip, and give mutual Praiſe, 
Brave Minds, howc'er at War, are ſecret Friends, 


wi de 
| Thcir gen cous Diſcord wich the Battel ends; He 
In beace they wonder whence Diſſention roſe, : 
an 
And ask how Souls ſo like could e'er be Foes, 4 

| | an 
Nea 


Methinks I hear more friendly Shouts rebound, 
And ſocial Clarions mix their ſprightly Sound, 
The Britiſh Flags are furl'd, her Troops disband, 
And ſcatter'd Armies ſcek their native Land. 


The hardy Verran, proud of many a Scar, 
Tke manly Charms and Honours of the War, 


an. 


1 hope'd to ſhare his Friends illuſtrious Doom, 
Ard in the Battel find a Soldier's Tomb, 

: | eans on his Spear to take bis farewel View, 

| 7 ad ghing bids the ns oP adieu. 


L Ye gen rous Fair, receive the Brave with Smiles, 
| 'er-pay their ſleepleſs Nights, and crown their Toils 3 3 
2 golt Beauty is the gallant Soldier's Due, 


For You they conquer, and they bleed for Tou. 
in vain proud Gaule wich boaſtful Spain conſpires, 


| I hen Engliſh Valuur Engliſh Beauty fire 
The Nations dread your Eyes, and Kings deſpair 
3 ds Chiefs ſo brave, till they bare . ſo fair, 


See the fond Wife, in DEN of Yeanſport aw, 
ugs ber rough Lord, and weeps o'er ev'ry Wound 5 
angs on the Lips thar Fields of Blood relate, 

\nd ſmiles, or trembles at his various Fate, 


Near the full Bowl he draws the fancy'd Line, 

\nd marks feign'd Trenches in the flowing Wine, 
Then ſers th'inveſted Fort before her Eyes, 

nd Mines, that whicPd Bactalions to the Skies 3 
is little liſt' ning Progeny turn pale, | 

und beg again to hear the dreadful Tale, 


2 


| Bausch dire Atchievements ſings the Bard, that tell di "_ 
0 Of Palfrey'd Dames, bold Knights, and Magic Spells, 05 
Where whole Brigades one Champion's Arms oerthrow, wt 
1 | and cleave a Giant at a random Blow, : : ne 
| | Slay Paynims vile, that force the Fair, and tame 1. 
| The Goblin's Fury, and rhe Dragon's Flame, | * 
] | I. 1 7 LL 

\ Our eager Youth to diſtant Nations run, 9 

7; To viſit Fields, their valiant Fathers won; | F 
From Flandria's Shore their Country's Fame they trace, Ar, 
Till far Germania ſhews her blaſted Face, - 
Th' exulting Briton asks his mournful Guide, 5 By 
Where his hard Fate the loſt Bavaria try'd + 10 
| | Where Stepney grav'd the Stone to ANNA's Fame, 4 A 
| N | He-points to Blenheim, once 2 vulgar Name 3 4 ＋ 
|: Here fled the Houſhold, there did Tallard yield, 4 0 
0 \ Here Marlborough turn'd the Fortune of the Field, v 
| On thoſe ſteep Banks, near Danube's raging Flood 4 0 

| | | The Gauls thrice ſtarted back, and trembling ood: # 

| \ When, Churchill's Arm perceiv'd, they ſtood not long 4 
{ Bur plung'd amidſt the Waves, a deſp'rate Throng,  - 
0 Crowds whelm'd on Crowds daſh'd wide the watry Bed, 
| And drove the Current to its diſtant Head: 8 f 
As when by Ra phael's, or by Kneller's Hands ; 


A Warlike Courſer on the Canvas Rands, 


such 


DS 
g Ie 4 


Or ſet young Ammon on the Granic Shore 3 
Is, 2 i 3 Þ 
_— If chance a gen'rous Steed the Work behold, 
nue ſnorts, he neighs, be champs the foamy Gold : 
Bo, Hocſtet ſeen, tumultuous Paſſions rowl, 
And Hints of Glory fire the Briton's Soul, 
In fancy'd Fights he ſees the Troops engage, 


A all the Tempeſt of the Battel rage, 


uch as on Landen bleeding 0rmond bore, 


ce, 4 Charm Me ye Po'w*rs, it Scenes leſs nobly bright, 
Ara humbler Age th'inglorious Muſe delight, 
Content to ſee the Horrours of the Field ; 

| By Plough-ſhares level'd, or in Flow'rs conceal'd, 

4 Oer ſhatter'd Walls may creeping Ivy ewinez | 

4 And Graſs luxuriant cloath the harmleſs Mine, | 

24 Tame Flocks aſcend the Breach without a Wound, 

F Or crop the Baſtion, now 2 Fruitſul Ground; 


Wunile Shepherds ſleep, along the Rampart laid. 5 


| Oc pipe beneath the formidable Shade. 

Ing, bt Who was the Man? Oblivion blaſt bis Name; 
Torn out, and blotted from the Liſt of Fame! 

sed, Who fond of lawleſs Rule, and proudly brave, 

Firſt ſunk the filial Subject to a Slave, 

His Neighbour's Realms by Frauds unekingly oain'd, | 

In guiltleſs Blood the ſacred Ermine ſtain d, 


Such þ 


Laig) 


46 Laid Schemes for Death, to Slaughter turn'd his Heart nt tl 
And fitted Murder to the Rules of Art. ” Yee v 


Ah! curſt Wb to thy Lures we owe 
All tne Great Ills, that Mortals bear below. 
Curſt by the Hind, when to the Spoil he yields 
His Vear's whole Sweat, and vainly ripen'd Fields 
Curſt by che Maid, torn from her Lover's Side, 
When left a Widow, though not yet a Bride 3 
By Motizers curſt, when Fivods of Tears they 5. 
Wt And ſcatter uicleſs Roles on the Dead. 
| Oh ſacred Briſtol then what Dangers prove 
i | The Arts, Thou ſmil'& on with Paternal Love? 
| i Then, mix d wich Rubbiſh by the brutal Foes, 

3 In vain the Marulc breaths, che Canvas glows 3 

il To Shades obſcure the glitt'ring Sword purſues 
| 0 The gentle Poet, and defenceleſs Muſe. 

ſt A Voice, like Thine alone, migat then aſſ wage 


1 The Warrior's Fury, and concroul his Rage; 
| 9 To hear Thee ſpeak might the fierce Vandal ſtand, 
And fling the brandiſh'd 2 en his Hand, 


Far hence be driv'n to Sogtbia s ſtormy Shore 
| The Drum's harſh Muſick, and the Cannon's Roar; 
Let grim Bellona haunt the lawleſs Plain, | 


Where Tartar Clans, and grizly Cofſacks reign 3 


Les 


eart It the fred Turꝶ be deaf to Matrons Cries, 

8 virgins aviſh'd with relentleſs Eves, 

To Death grey Hesus end ſmiling Infants doom, 
? for ſpare the Promiſe of the pregnant Womb, | 
Oer waſted Kingdoms ſpread his wide Commandg 
7 e Savage Lord of an unpeopled Land. ; 


. ouileneſs PPT juſt Britannia am 
rom pure Religion, and impartial Laws, 
KH 12 Wounds a Mother's Aid ſhe brings, 
F d holds in equal Scales the Rival Kings: 
a er gen rous Sons in Choiceſt Gifts abound, 


L Hike in Arms, alike in Arts renown'd. 


| 4 As when ſweet Venus (fo the Fable fings) 
kd by Nereids, from the Ocean ſprings, 
lich Smiles ſhe ſees the threat'ning Billows riſe, 
eads ſmooth the Surge, and clears the ouring Skies, 
ht, Oer the Deep, with flutt'ring Cupids 5 Þ 


e pearly Conch and Silver Turtles bound; 
Treſſes ſhed Ambrofial Odours rcund. 


midſt the World of Waves ſo ſtands ſerene 
annia's Iſle, the Ocean's ſtately Queen; 
Yain the Nations have conſpir'd ber Fall 


Trench the Sea, and Fleets ber floating Wall: 
Defence⸗ 


W. nat bold Invader, or what Land oppreſt 


ny Say, where have cer ber Union Creſſes ſal'd, 


—e— gm — 


3 hots, ber pow ful Navy near, ; 
Have only Waves and Hurricanes to fear. 


Hath not be. anger quell'd, her Aid redreſt ! 


But much ber Arms, ber Juſt:ce more prevaibd i 
Her Labours are to plead ti'Almijghry's C-uſe, 
Her Pride to teach th'untam'd Barbarian Laws: BY 
i Whoconquers, wins by Brutal Strength the Prizes 4 
But tis a Godlike Work to civilize. 


Have we forguc bow 11. grcat Kuſfu's Throne 
Tbe King, whoſe Pow'r balf Europe's Regions own, 
Whoſe Sceptre waving, with one Shout ruſh forth 
In Swarms the harneſy'd Millions of the North, 


Through Realms of Ice purſu'd his tedious Way 

To court our Friendſhip, and our Fame ſurvey! 

Hence the rich Prize of uſeful Arts he bore, 

And round his Empire ſpread the learned Store: 

(T*adorn old Realms is more than new to raiſe, 

His Country s Parent is a Mcnarch's Praiſe.) 

His $ands now march in juſt Array to War, 

and Caſpian Gulphs unuſual Navies bear; 

With Xunich Lays Smolensko's Foreſts ring, : 

And wond'ring Volga hears the Muſes fing. 

Did not the Painted Kings of India greet 

Our — and lay their N at ber Feet ! 
| dies 


rief, who full Bowls of boſtile Blood had quaife, 
am'd for the Javelin, and inve nom'd Shaft, 
hoſe haughty Brows made Savages adore, 
Kor bow'd to leſs than Stars, or Sun before, 
Her pitying Smile accepts their ſuppliant Claim, 
nd adds Four Monarchs to the Chriſtian Name. 


| Bleſt Uſe of Pow'r! O virtuous Pride in Kings 2 
Ind like his Bounty, whence Dominion ſprings ! 
Which o'er newWorlds makes Heav'n's Indulgence ſhines 
And ranges Myriads under Laws divine! | 
Well bought with all that thoſe ſweer Regions bold, 
Vith Groves of Spices, and with Mines of Gold. 


| Fearleſs our Merchant now purſues his Gain, 
Ind roams ſecurely o'er rhe boundleſs Main. 
low or his Head the Polar Bear he Spies, 
nd freezing Spangles of the Lapland Skies, 
ow ſwells bis Canvas to the ſultry Line, 
ith glitt'ring Spoils where Indian Grottoes ſhine; 
here Fumes of Incenſe glad the Southern Seas, 
Ind wafted Citron ſcents the balmy Breeze. 
ere nearer Suns prepare the rip'ning Gemm, 
P grace Great ANNE 's Imperial Diadem, 
d here the Ore, whoſe melted Maſs ſhall yield 
faithful Coins each memorable Ficld, 


B Whick 


et! 
Chief 


F 
[| 

' 

' 
1 

1 

Ft 

q 1 


"Which, mixe With Medals of Immortal Rome, 


In comely Wounds ſhall bleeding Wortbies ſtand, 


And Campbell's Dragon on his dauntleſs Breaſt; 


— — — _ 


May clear Diſputes, and teach the Times to come. 2 
In circling Beams ſhall Godlike 4M N A glow, 9 
And Churchils Sword hang o're the proſtrate Foe, 1 


webb's firm Platoon, and Lumly's faithful Band, 
Bold Mordaunt in Therian Trophies dreſt, | 


Great Ormonde's Deeds on Vigo's Spoils enroll'd, 
And Guiſcard's Knife on Harley's chili Gold. : 
And if the Muſe, © Briſtol, might decree, 

Here Granville noted by the Lyre ſhould be, 7 
The Lyre for Granville, and the Croſs for Thee. 


Such are the Honours grateful Britain pays, 
So Patriots Merit, and ſo Monarchs Praiſe. 
O're diſtant Times ſuch Records ſhall prevail, 
When Engliſh Numbers, antiquared, fail; 
A trifling Song the Muſe can only yield, 
And ſooth her Soldiers panting from the Field, 
To ſweet Retirements ſee them ſafe convey'd, 
And raiſe their Battles in the rural Shade. 

From Fields of Death to Voadſtoc s peaceful Gloom, 
(The Poet's Haunt ) Britannia's Hero comes---- 


Begin 


Begin, my Muſe, and ſoftly ck the firing : 


Here Henry | 10% 3 and Chaucer learn'd to ling. 


- | . Hal fabled Grotto ! ! hail Elyfian Soil! 

35 hou faireſt ſpot of fair Britannia's Iſle ! 

Where Kings of old conceald forgot the Throne, 

q And Beauty was content to ſhine unknowr, 

4 here Love and War by turns Pavilions rear, 

| nd Henry's Bow'rs near Blenbeim's Dome appear; 

The weary'd Champion lull in ſoft Alcoves, | | 

| be nobleſt Boaſt of thy Romantick Groves. 8 

* ik the Muſe pre ſage, ſhall He be ſeen. 

$7 Roſamonda fleeting o're the Green, 

| In Dreams be baild by Heroes? mighty Shades, 

And hear old Chaucer warble through the Glades, 

Pre the fam'd ecchoing Vaults his Name ſhall bound, 
And Hill ro Hill reflect the fav'rite ſound. | 


Here, here at leaſt thy Love for Arms give o'er, 

or, one World conquer'd, fondly wiſh for more. : 

ice of great Souls alone! O Thirſt of Fame 1 

he Muſe admires ir, while ſhe ſtrives to blame, 

by Toils be now to chace the bounding Deer, 

t view the Coucſers ſtretch in wild Ca rreer 3 

bis lovely Scene ſhull ſooth thy Soul to Reſt, 

Beguy nd wear each dreadful Image from thy Breaſt, 
1 Wik 


3loom 


Howe'er we range, in Thee we fix at laſt, 


And breaching Labours of the Sculptor's Hand, 


Pleaſure, by Thy Conqueſts ſhalt Thou ſee 
Thy QUEEN Triumphant, and all Europe free, 
No Cares henceforth ſhall Thy Repoſe deſtroy, 

gut what thou giv'ſt the World, Thy ſelf enjoy, 


sweet ſolitude ! when Life's gay Hours are paſt, 


Toft throvga tempeſtous Seas (the Voyage o'er). 
Pale we look back, and bleſs thy friendly Shore. 
Our own ſtrict Judges our paſt Life we ſcan, 
And ask if Glory hath enlarg d che Span ; 


If bright the Proſpect, we the Grave deſie, 
Truſt future Agcs, and contented die. 1 5 


When Strangers from far diſtant Climes ſhall come, 0 
| ® 


To view the Pomp of this Triumphant Dome, 


Where rear'd aloft diſſembled Tcophies ſtand, 


Where Kneller's Art ſhall paint the flying Gaul, ant 
And Bourbon's Woes {hull fill tne ſtory'd Wall ; 
Heirs of thy Blood ſhall o'er their bounteous Boar 4 
Fix Europe's Guard, Thy Monumental Sword, 
Panners that oft have wav'd on conquer'd Walls, 
And Trumps, that drown'd the Groans of gaſping Ga ul | 
Fair Dames ſhall oft, with curious Eye, explore 
The colily Robes that flaughter d Gen'rals wore, 

| | E 


Rich Trappings from the Danube's Whirlpools brought, 

z/perian Nuns the gorgeous Broid'ry wrought) _ 

delt Riff with Gold, the Boian Hor fe- man's Pride, 

And Gaule's fair Flow'rs, in humane Crimſon dy d. 

Of Churchill's Race perhaps ſome lovely Boy 

ſhall mark the burniſh'd Steel that hangs on bighs 

ſhall gaze tranſported on it's glit'ring Charms, 

nd reach it ſtruggling with unequal Arms, 

: by Signs the Drum's tumultuous Sound requeſt, 
Then ſeek, in Starts, the buſhing Mother's Breaſt . 


3” 


2 


So, in the Painter's animated Frame, = 
bere Mars embraces the ſoft Paphian Dame, 
he litle Loves in ſport his Fauchion wield, 

Me, br join their Strength to have his pond'cous shield: 
ne ſtrokes the Plume in Tityon's Gore embru'd, 
ind one the Spear, that reeks with Typhon's Blood, 

Inother's Infant Brows the Helme ſuſtain, : | 
1 Fic nods his Creſt, and frights the ſhricking Train. 


ard | 


Thus, the rule Tempeſt of the Field o're-blown, 
ball whiter Rounds of ſmiling Years rowl on, 
Gauls Bur Vi&ors, bleſt in peace, forger their Wars, 
tjoy paſt Dangers, and abſolve the Srars, 
Fir oh! what Sorrows ſhall bede w your: Urns, 
e honour'd Shades, whom widaw'd Albion mourns ©, 
B 3 _ 


2 


Ri 


If your thin Forms yet diſcontented mone, 
And haunt the mangled Manſions, once your own, 
Bchold what Flow'rs the pious Muſes ſtrow, 2 
And Tears, which in the midſt of Triumph low, A 
Cypreſs and Bays your envy'd Brows ſurround, _, 

Your Names the tender Matron's Heart ſhall wound, 
And the ſoft Maid grow penſive at the Sound , 


1 Accept, Great ANNE, the Tears their Mem'ry draus 4 
DE 2 


Who nobly periſh'd in their Sov'raign's Cauſe: *! 
For Thou in Pity bid'ſt che War give o'er, 'x 0 
Ph 
[ 


Mourn'ſt thy ſliin Heroes, nor wilt venture more. 


Vaſt Price of Blood on each victorious Day 


(But Europe's Freedom doth that Price repay.) 
Lamented Triumphs! when on Breath muſt tell 
That Marlborough corquer'd, and that Dormer fell. 


Great QUEEN ! whoſe Name ſtrikes haughty Monarch 
On whoſe juſt Sceptre hangs Europa's Scale, Lpale bh 
Whoſe Arm like Mercy wounds, decides like Fate, | 
On whoſe Decree the Nations anxious Walt 3 
From A bion's Cliffs Thy wide extended Hand 
Shall o'er the Main to far Peru command, 
Jo vaſt a Tract whoſe wide Domain ſhall run, 
It's circling Skies {hull ſve no ſetting Sun. 


Thet) 


2 ee, Thee an hundred — ſhall claim, 
n, And ſavage Indians ſwear by ANNA's Name, 
| The Line and Poles ſhillown thy rightful SW yz 


ö And thy Commands the ſever'd Globe obey. 


d, F Round the vaſt Ball thy New Don minions 4 
| . be _ FINS and controul fon Main, 


f he Sight of adverſe Gaule we fear no 3 

, 1 But pleas'd lee Dunkirk, now a guiltleſs Shore 
| In vain great Neptune tore the narrow Ground, 
4:1 þnd meant his Waters for Britannia's Bound 
hier Giant Genius takes a mighty Stride, 

And ſets his Foot beyond th' incroaching Tide, 


On eicher Bank the Land it's Maſter knowsz 
and in the midſt the ſubje& Ocean flows. 
arch 5 | 


Lpaleß So near proud Rhodes, acroſs the raging Flood, 
| $:2pendous Form! the vaſt Coloſſus Rood, 


{While at one Foot their thronging Gallies ride, 
whole Hour's Sail ſcarce reacþ'd the further fide) | 
zetwix: his brazen Thighs, in looſe Array, 

en an Streamers on nw. Billows play. 
y Barley $ Counſels © mk now reftor d. 
Thee! 


Britain's Empire, owns her ancient Lords 


In 


b 


0 In him transfus'd his Godlike Father reigns, 


i 
\ 
: 


Rich in the Blood which ſwelb'd that Patrior?s Veins, | 
' Who boldly faithful met his Sov? reign's Frown; 


And ſcorn'd for Gold to yield th' importane Town. 
His Son was born the raviſh'd Prey to claim, Sh 
And France ſtill crembles at an Harley's Name. x 


Mi 
„ = 
A Fort ſo dreadful to our Engliſh Shore, On 
Our Fleet ſcarce fear'd the Sands or Tempeſt more, An 
Whoſe vaſt Expences to ſuch Summs amount, 
That the cax'd Gaul ſcarce ſurniſſid out th Account, if 
Whoſe Walls ſuch Bulwarks, ſuch vaſt Tow'rs n J . 
I'ts weakeſt Ramparts are the Rocks and Main, 
His boaſt great Louis yields, and cheaply buys 
Thy Friendſhip, ANNA, with the mighty Prize. 
Holland repining, and in Grief caſt down, 

Sees the new Glories of the Britiſh Crown : 

Ah! may they ne'er provoke Thee to the Fight, 
Nor Foes, more dreadful than the Gaul, invite, ö 
Soon may they hold che Olive, ſoon aſſwage 

Their ſecret Murmurs, nor call forth thy Rage 
To rend their Banks, and pour, at one Command, 
Thy Realm the Sea Ger their precarious Land. 


Henc-forth be Thins, Vice-gerent of the Skies, 
Scorn'd Worth co raile, and Vioe in Robes chaſtiſe, 


dry the Orphan's Tears, and from the B 
Chace the Brib' d Judge, and buſh the wendy $6 ig 


n Ar the curſt Blaſphemer's Tongue to rage, 


an, 10 4 


Aud turn God's Fury from an impious Age. 
Bleſt Chaoge ! the Soldier's late deſtroying Hand 
Shall rear new Temples in his Native Land, 
Miſtaken Zealots ſhall with fear behold, 

And beg Admittance in our ſacred Fold; 

On Her own Works the Pious QUEEN {hall ſmile, 
Ao tura Her Cares upon Her Fay' rite Ille. 


E che keen Bolt a Warr rior Angel aims, 

& &reap'd i ia Clouds, and wrapt in mantling Flames, 
ö le bears a Tempeſt on his ſounding Wings, 

- nd his red Acm the forky Vengeance flings 3 
1. length, Heav'n's Wrath appeas d, he quits the War, 
J rowle his Orb, and guide his deſtin'd Star, 
7 o ſhed kind Fate, and lucky Hours beſtow, 

2 nd {mile propitious on the World below. 


Atound Thy Tarone ſhall faithful Nobles wait, 

Theſe guard the Church, and thoſe dire & the State. 

o Briſtol, graceful in maternal Tears, : 

be Church her Tow'ry Forchead gently rears, 

de begs her pious Son aſſert her Cauſc, 

elend her Rights, and re-inforce her Laws, | 
„ With 


(7 Wich holy Teal the ſacred Work begin, A 
| T9 bend the Stubborn, and the Meck to win. 11 ha 


Our Oxford's Earl in careful Thought ſhall ſtand, © Bi et 
To raiſe his QUEEN, and fave a finking Land, "4 
The wealthieſt Glebe to rav'nous Spaniards known, x Il « 
He marks, and makes the Golden World our own, 1 a 
Content with Hands unſoil'd to guard the Prize, 4 ritc 
And keep the Store with undeſiring Eyes, | 70 n 


So round the Tree that bore Heſperian Gold, 
The ſacred Watch lay curld in many a Fold, 
His Eyes up- rearing to th? untaſted Prey, 

The ſleepleſs Guardian waſted Life away. 7 
0 art 


Beneath the peaceful Olives, rais d by You, .in 


Her ancient Pride ſhull ev'ry Art renew, 


(The Arts with You fam'd Harcourt ſhall defend, f ng 
And courtly Bolinbroke the Mule's Friend, ) 1 ith 


Wich piercing Eye ſome ſearch where Nature plays, 
And trace the Wanton through ber darkſome Maze, 
'Whence Health from Herbs; from Seeds how Grove 


How vital ſtreams in circling Eddies run. Cdegun 
Some teach why round the Sun the Spheres advance, 
In che fix'd Meaſures of their myſtic Dance, 


N nd 


e to 


les 


err 4 Uy premng Moons, derflowz 
Id Sun-born Iris paints ber ſhow'ry Bow. | 
1 n happy Chains our daring Language bound; 
85 all ſport no more in arbitrary ſound, | 
: B t buskin'd Bards benceforth ſhall wiſely rage, 
o And Grecian Plans reform Britannia's Stage: 
J $ Fill Congreve bids ber ſmile, Auguſta ſtands 
| N Ind longs to weep when flowing Rowe commands, 
7 Britain's Spectators ſhall their ſtrength combine 
4 o mend our Morals, and our Taſte refine, 
She Virtue's Cauſe, ſtand up in Wit's Defencez 
5 : in us from Vice, and laugh us into ſenſe, 
f or, Prior, haſt thou huſh'd the Trump in vain, 
by Lyre (hall now revive ber mirchful traing 
New Tales ſhall now be told; if right J ſee, 
The Soul of Chaucer is reſtor'd in Thee. 

| Garth, in Majeſtick Numbers, to the stars 
4 Shall raiſe Mock-Heroes, and fantaſtick Wars 3 
q Lite the young ſpreading Laurel, Pope, thy Name 
Fboors up with ſtrength, and riſes into Fame 3 | 
With Philips ſhall the peaceful Vallies ring, = 


Gs nd Britain hear a ſecond Spenſer fing. 1 g 
wipe bat much-lov'd Youth, whom Dtrecb's Walls confine, 
q 


o Briſtobs Praiſes ſhall his Strafford's joins | 
e too, from whom attentive Oxford draws 
les for juſt Thinking, and Poetick Laws, 


egun) 


3) 


To growing Bards his learned Aid ſhall lend, * 
The ſtricteſt Critick, and the kindeſt Friend. oj 
Ev'n mine, a baſhful Muſe, whoſe rude Eſſays a N 
Scarce hope for Pardon, not aſpire to Praiſe, | | 1 
Cheriſh'd by You in Time may grow to Fame, | > 
And mine farin with Briftal's glorious Name. 2 


Fir'd with the Views this glitt ring Scene alte 
And ſmit with Paſſion for my Country's Praiſe, 

My artleſs Reed attempts this lofty Theme, 
Wöbere ſacred 7fis rowls her ancient Stream: A 
In Cloyſter'd Domes the great Philippa's Pride, 1 
Where Learning blooms, while Fame and Worth preſid al ” 
Where the Fifth Henry's Arts and Arms was taught, L 
And Edward form'd his Cry, yet unfought, - 
W here Laurel'd Bards have ſtruck the warbling String. 
The Seat of Sages, and the Nurſe of Kings. 


| 


Here thy Commands, O Lancaſter, inflame 
My eager Breaſt, to raiſe the Britiſh Name, 
Urge on my Soul, with no ignoble Pride, 
To woo the Muſe, whom Addiſon enjoy'd, : 
See that bold Swan to Heav'n ſublimely ſoar, 
Purſue at Diſtance, and his Steps adore. 


DE 


To THE 


| Creator of the World, 


Occaſion d by the 


"TR NTS 0 I $ 
FRAGMENTS of ORPHEOS. 


Quid 2 dicam ſolitis parentis 
Laudi 
Lui mare & terras variiſque 1 
Temperat horis? 
Inde nil majus generatur ipſo, 
Nec ww zuicquam fimile aut n, Horat. 


115 Gaoamaocs..oaccos ; 
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Ar the Praiſes of the Author of Nature, which 
| is the fitteſt Subject for the Sublime way of 
3 riting, was the moſt antient Vje of Poetry, cannot 
b 2 be learn'd ſrom a more proper Inſtanbe (neat to Ex am · 
1 les of Holy Write,) than fro» the Greek Fragments. 
| pf Orpheus 3 4 Relique of great Antiquity « They con- 
Jain ſeveral Verſes concerning God, and bis making 
N and governing the Uni verſe ; which, tho paſs 
[ have many noble Hints and lofty Exprefions. Tet 


, 1 Father theſe Verſes Were indeed written by that celg= 
rated Father of Poetry and Muſick, who precedeg - 
"Homer, or by Onomacricus who lived about the Time | 


of Piſiltracus, a and only contain ſome of the Dodrines of | 
c Orpheus, is a 9 of little Uſe or Importance. | 


2 


A large Paraphraſe of Theſe in French Verſe hu 
been prefix'd to the Tranſlation of Phocylides, but in a 


Hat Stilo, much inferior to the Daſian. The following 


Ode, with many Alterations and Additions proper to a 


: » 13 
2 — 


Madern Poem, is attempted upon the ſame Model, in 2 1 
Language which having fironger Sinews than the French, 


a, & ive conſoſſion of their beſi criticł Rz pin, more 
ah of ſfieſtalning great Subjects. | | | 


dy 
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N But hear O Heav'n and Earth an Seas profound ! | 


_— 


AN ODE 


To THE 
Creator of the World. 


Occaſiou'd by the Fragments of Orpheus; 
Muſe unfeigr'd ! 0 true cæleſtial Fire, 


| O Brighter than that which tules che Day, 
Deſcend ! 4 Mortal Tongue inſpire 


To ſing ſome great Immortal Lay 3 | 
= Begin, and ſtrike aloud the conſecrated Lyre! | 
' Hence ye Prophane ! be far away! 
Hence all Ye impious Slaves that bow | 
To Idol Luſts, or Altars raiſe | 
And to falſe Heroes give fantaſtick Praiſe! -F 
Find Hence ye Gods, who to a Crime your ſpurious. | 


TT. > < . 0" 7 2 
W e OE OE NT 
n . ANA g92 r 


I. 


eee 


| Beings owe! 


Hear Ye unfathom'd Deeps below, 


Let Nature, trembling all around, 
Attend her Maſter's awful Name, 


From whom Heav'n, Earth, and Seas, and all the mite 


Creation came. 
II. 


He f poke the great Command, and Light, 
Heav*n's eldeſt born and faireſt Child, 
Flaſh'd in the low'ring Face of ancient Night, 
And, pleasd with its own Birth, ſerenely ſmil'd. 
The Sons of Morning, on the Wing, 
Hov'ring in Choirs his Praiſes ſing, 
When from th* unbounded vacuous ſpace 
A beaateous riſing World chey law ; 
When Nature ſhew'd her yet unfiniſh'd Face, 
And Motion teck th' eſt abliſh'd Law — 
To roll the various Globes on high; 
When Time was taught his Infant Wings to try, 
And from the Barrier ſprung to his appointed Race. 


II 
Sepretaz, Almighty, fill the Game1 
"Tis He, the great inſpiring Mind, 
That animates and moves this Univerſal Frame, 
Ikceſent at once in all, and by ne Place con fin d. 


_ And ler your ecchoing Vaults repeat rhe ſound 3 


Net 


Ind; 


95 N 


| The 
The lo 


„ 
"9 
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Not Heav'a it ſelf can bound his . 
Beyond thi uncravell'd Limits of the Sxy, 
Inviſible to Mortal Eye | 

He dwells in uncreated Day. 

3 Without Beginning, without End; 'tis He 

Thar fills rh'uwveaſur' groning Orb of vaſt Immenfity; 


"BY: 


| What Pow'r but His can rule the changeful Main, 
Ind wake the ſleeping Storm, or its loud Rage reſtrain ? 
x When Winds their gather'd Forces try, 

And the chaf'd Ocean proudly ſwells in vain, 
| His Voice reclaims th' impetuous Roar 3 
7 In murm'ring Tides th' Abated Billows fly, 
And the ſpent Tempeſt dies upon the Shore. 
1 rde Meteor World is his, Heav'n's Wintzy Store, 
; The moulded Hail, the feather'd Snow 3 
| The Summer Breeze, the ſoft refreſhing Show'r, 
| be looſe divided Cloud, and many colour'd Bow 3 
| The crooked Lightning darts around, 

His Sov'reign Orders to fulfill 3 

The ſhooting Flame obeys th' Eternal Will, 
Launch'd from his Hand, inſtructed where to kill, 


© rive che Mountain Oak, or. bun th unſhelter'd 
L Ground. 


V. 


o 4 


V. 


Yet pleas'd to bleſs, indulgent to ſupply; 
He, with a Father's tender Care, 
i; Supports the num'rous Family 

Thar Peoples Earth, and Sea, and Air; 


From Nature's Giant Race; th* enormous Elephant; 
Down to the Inſect Worm, and creeping Ant 3 


From ch? Eagle, Sov'rcign of the Sky, 


- To each inferior Feather'd Brood, | 9 
From Crowns, and purple Majeſty 3 
To humble Shepherds on the Plains, 7 
His Hand unſcen divides to All their Food, g 
And the whole World of Life ſuſtains. F 
VI. h 
At one wide View His Eye ſurveys N 
His Works, in every diſtant Clime; as 
He ſhifts the Seaſons, Months, and Days, a 
The ſhort- livꝰd Offspring of revolving Time; | Wot 
By turns they die, by turns are born And 
Now chearful Spring the Circle leads, rom tl 
And ftrows with Plow'rs, the ſmiling Meads 3 Win 
Gay Summer next whom Ruſſet Robes Saen, The 
And waving Fields ef Yellow Corn; Temf 


Then Autumn, Who mich laviſh Stores the Lap of Ne Pan 
. rure e ſpread 


Decre 


— — 
p — ——ñ ͤ˙ꝗ—— — — — —— 8 


Fecrepic Winter, laggard in the — 
* feeble Age oppreſt with Pain) 
A heavy Seaſon does maintain, 
ich driving Snows, and Winds, and Ra in 3 
Z Till Spring recruited to advance, 
The various Tear rowls round again. 


VII 


2 But who, Thou great Ador'd! who can bible 
| The Tetrors of thy lifred Hand, 
hen long provok'd, thy Wrath awakes 5 

And conſcious Nature to her Center ſhakes ? 

i Rais'd by thy Voice, the Thunder flies, 

f E pale Fear, and wild Confuſion round; 

1 How dreadful is th' inimitable Sound, 

Fock of Barth, and Seas, and Labour of the Skies! 
þ | Thacn where's Ambicion's haughty Creſt ? 

Where the gay Head of wanton Pride? 

ee ITyrants fall, and with the opening Ground 
Wou'd take them quick to ſhades of Reſt, 


And in their common Parent's Breaſt 


” 2 
Is 0 


' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 
| 


rom thee their bury'd Forms for ever hide; 
; Vain---=» for all the Elements conſpire, 
The ſhatrer'd Earth, the ruſhing Sea, 
rempeſtuous Air, and raging Fire, 
Neyo Puniſh vile Mankind, and fight for Thee 5 


ads 


re 


Nor Death it ſelf can intercept the Blow; 
Eternal is the Guilt, and without End the Woe. 
VIII. 
o cyrus! Alexander | Julius! all 
Le mighty Lords that ever rul'd this Balll 
Once Gods of Earth, the /iving Deſtinies 
That made a hundred Nations bow | 
| Where's your Extent of Empire now? 
| Say where prelerv'd your Phantom Glory lies ? | 
Can Braſs the flecting Thing ſecure ? 
Enſhrin'd in Temples does it lay? | 
Or in huge Amphithearres endure 
The Rage of rowling Time, and ſcorn Decay ? 
Ah no! the mouldring Monuments of Fame 


Noi 
Your vain deluded Hopes betray, = 
| Nor ſhew th' ambitious Founder's Name, ut! 
0 Mix'd with your ſelves in the ſame Maſs of Clay. df in 
l g © 
p i : | 
Proceed my Muſe | Time's waſting Thread purſue, I But ſe 
And ſee at laſt th unravell'd Clue, is 


When Cities ſink, and Kingdoms are no more, | W 
And weary Nature ſhall her Work give oer. Tranſ] 


= Behold th' Almighty Judge on high! 

N see in his Hand the Book of Facel 
9 Myriads of Spirits fill the Sky 
4 ! Tattend, with dread Solemnicy, 8 | 
; rbe World's laſt Scene, and Time's ccncluding Date, 
: The feeble Race of ſhort-liv*d Vanity 
. And fickly Pomp at once ſhall dye; | 

: | Foul Guilr to Midnight Caves will ſhrink away, 


look back, and tremble in her Flight, 
[ And curſe at Heay'n's purſuing Light, 
4 urrounded with the Vengeance of that Day, 
5 How will you then, ye Impious, ſcape your Doom, 
F Self- judg d, abandon'd, overcome ? | 
Year Clouds of painted Bliſs ſhall melt before your Sight, | 
| Yer ſhall you not the giddy Chace refrain, 
Nor hope more ſolid Blifs t' obtain, 
Nor once repeat the Jcys You knew before z 
ut ſigh a long Eternity of Pain, 
oft in an Ocean of Deſire, yet never find a Shore, 
1e; But ſee where the mild Sov'reign fits prepar d 
His better SubjeRs to reward! 
Where am I now ! what Pow'r Divine 
Tranſports me! what immortal Splendors fhine! 
. | | 5 Ter- 


The Sun, who, with thy borrow'd Beams ſo _ 


Torrents of Glory that oppreſs the Sight ! 1 
What [cys, celeſtial King! tby Throne ſurround | 


Sees not his Peer in all the Starry Round, I 
Wou'd bere dimimiſt'a fade away, = 


Like his pale viſter of the Night, 

When ſhe reſigns ber de legated Light, 

Loſt in che Blaze of Day. | 
Here Wonder only can take Place; - 
Then Muſe, th' adventrous Tlight forbear! 


Theſe Myſtick Scenes thou canſt no farther trace; 4 


Hope may ſome boundleſs Future Bliſs embrace 
But hat, or When, or How, or Where, 

Are Mazes all, which Fancy runs in vain g 

Nor can the narrow Cells of human Brain 


be vaſt immeaſurable Thought contain. 


che Rigbe Honourable the 
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E things in which Mankind 400 molt excell; 


7 nd of all ſorts of Writing none there are 

4 hat can the leaſt with Poetry compare: 

F No kind of Work requires lo nice a touch, 
Kad if well finifh'd, nothing ſhines ſo much $ 
1 Heav'n forbid we ſhould be ſo profane, 
ro grace the Vulgar with that Sacred Name 3 
ris not a flaſh of Fancy which ſometimes 
Darling our Minds, ſecs off the ſlighteſt Rhimes 3 
Bright as 2 Blaze, but in a Moment done 3 
True Wit is everlaſting, like the Sun 2 

[Which cho ſometimes behind a Cloud retir'd, | 
Breaks out again, and is by all admit d. 


FD... Numbe 


rere eee 


Nature's chief Maſter- piece is Writing well 3 


- 
— 


Number, and Rhime, and that har monious Sound, 
Which never does the Bar with Harſhneſs wound, 
Are neceſſary, yet but vu gar Arts, h 
For all in vain theſe ſuperficial parts 
Contribute to the Structure of the whole 
Without a Genius too, for tbat's the Soul; 
A Spirit which inſpires the Work throughout, 
As that of Nature moves the World about; 
A Heat, which glows in ev'ry word that's writ, 
'Tis ſomething of Divine, and more than Wit; 
It ſelf unſcen, yet all things by it ſhown, 
Deſcribing all Men, but deſcrib'd by none, | 
Where doſt thou dwell ? What Caverns of the Brin 
can ſuch a vaſt, and mighty thing contain ? 


3 


Wben I, at idle Hours, in vain thy abſence mourn, F 
O where, doſt thou retire? and why doſtichou retun den 


Sometimes with pow'rful charms to hurry me away al 


From Pleaſures of the Night, and Buc'neſs of the by And uh 
Ev*n now too far tranſported, I am fain | + 15 1 
To check thy Courſe, and uſe the needfal Rein» deſeg 
As all is Dulneſs, when the Fancy's bad, And tl 
So without Judgment Fancy is but mad; : ir 
And Judgment has a boundleſs Influence, "itho! 
Not only in the choice of Words, or Senſe, moſt 
But on the World, on Manners, and on Men 3 n all 


Fancy is but the Feather of the Pen: 


Neaſon is that ſubſtantial uſeful part, | 
* Which gains the Head, while Cother wins the Heart. 
I Here I ſhould all the various ſorts of Verſe, 
3 Þnd the whole Art of Poetry rehearſe, 
But who that Task can after Horace do ? 
Thc beſt of Maſters, and Examples too! 
1 Ecchoes at beſi, all we can ſay is vain, 
| Dull the Deſign , and fruitleſs were the pain; 
+ is true, the Ancients we may rob with calc, 
Fut who with that ſad ſhiſc himſelf can pleaſe, 
d 4 ithout an Actors pride? A Player's Art 
. above his, who writes a borrow'd part. 
Yet modern Laws are made for later Faults, 
£3 nd new Abſurdities inſpire new Thoughts 3 
"- need has Satyr then to live on Theft, 
When ſo much freſh occaſion ſtill is left 2 
Wert our Soil, and ful! of rankeſt Weeds, 
And Monſters worſe than ever Nilus breeds: 
ail ku: hold, the Fools ſhall have no cauſe to fear, 
is ir, and Senſe that is the Subject here 5 
Defects of witty Men deſerve a Cure, 
And thoſe who are ſo, will ev'n this endure. 
© Firſt then of Songs, Which now ſo much abound, _ 
Virhout bis * Song no Fop is to be found, * Songs 
þ moſt offenſive Weapon which he draus 
1 all he meets againſt Ap ollo's Laws: 
no nothing ſeems more eaſi Ie, yet no fart 
P: Poetry e a nicer Art 3 D 3 


7 


Fer as in rows of richeſt Pearl chere lies 
Many a Blemiſh that eſcapes our Eyes, 
The leaſt of which Defe&s is plainly ſhewn 
In ſome ſmall Ring, and brings the value down ; 12 
o Songs ſhould be to juſt Perfection wrought 5 {4 : 


Yet where can we ſee one without a fault 3 vy 
Exact Propriety of Words and Thought? ; 5 g 
Expreſſion eaſie, and the Fancy high, - 
Yet that not ſeem to creep, nor this to fly 3 

No Words tranſpos'd, but in ſuch order all, 

As, tho hard wrought, may ſeem by chance to fall, 
Here, as inall things elſe, is moſt unfit 

Bare Ribaldry, that poor Pretence to Wit 3 

Sach nauſeows Songs by a late Author made 
Call an unwilling Cenſure on his Shade. 

Not that warm Thoughts of the tranſporting. Joy, 
Can ſhock the chaſtt, or the niceſt cloy 3 

But obſcene Words, too groſs to move Deſire, 
Like heaps of Fewel do but choak the Fire. 

On other Themes he well deſcrves our Pratle, 
But palls that Appetite he meant to raiſe. 

Next, * ELEGY, of ſweet, but ſolemn Voice, 
And of a Subject grave exact the Choice, * Ela 
The Praiſe of Beauty, Valour, Wit contains, 
And there too oft deſpairing Love complains : 


In vain alas, for who by Wit is mov'd, 
That Phœniæ ſhe deſerves to be belov'd 3 


WS ut noiſy Nonſence, and ſuch Fops as vex 
— 3 inkind, take moſt wich that Fantaſtich Sex. 
F This to the Praiſe of thoſe who better knew: 2 
The Many raiſe the value of the Few. 


? zut here, as all our Sex too oft have try'd, 
| omen have drawn my wandring Thoughts aſide. 
il rheir greateſt Fault who in this kind have writ, 
4 Is not defect in Words, nor want of Wit 
But ſhould this Muſe harmonious Numbers yield, 
And every Couplet be with Fancy fill'd, 
1 yet a juſt coberence be not made 
Between each Thought, and the whole Model lid 
L o right that every lep may higher riſe, 
Like goodly Mouatains, till they reach the Skies $ 
E rifles like ſuch perhaps of late have paſt, 
And may be lik'd awhile, but never laſt ; 
eris Epigram, tis Point, tis what you will, 
But not an Elegy, nor Writ with Skill, 
No * Panegyrich, nor a f Coopers Hill. 
A higher Flight, and of a happier Force 
\r: | ODES, the Muſe's, moſt unruly Horſe 3 
hat bounds ſo ficrce, the Rider has no reſt, | 
But foams at Mouth, and moves like one poſe}. 
he Poet here muſt be indeed inſpir'd, | 
With Fury too, as well as Fancy fir'd. 


* Ta * Watters 1 Denbam' 8. |) Pindarick Ode. 
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| | Some vulgar Ercors only we remove, 
That ſtain a Beauty, which ſo much we love, 


But human Frailty nicely. to unfold, - 


Cowley might boaſt to have perform'd this part, 
Had he with Nature joyn'd the Rules of Art; 
But ill Expreffion gives ſometimes Aly 

To that rich Fancy, which can ne'er decay; 
Tho! all appear in Heat, and Fury done, 

The Language ſtill muſt ſoft, and eaſie run. | 
Theſe Laws may ſeem a little too ſevere, 

But Zudgment yields, and Fancy governs there; 
Which, tho? extravagant, this Muſe aliows, = 
And makes the Work much eaſier than it ſhews: 
ok all the Ways that wiſeſt Men could find 
| To mend the Age,, and mortify Mankind, 

BY SATYR well wric has moſt ſucceſsful prov'd, 
And cures, becauſe the Remedy is lov'd. : 
tis hard to write on ſuch a Subje& more, 
Without reapeating things ſaid oft before, 


Of well choje Words ſome take not care enough, 
And think they ſhould be as the Subje& rough 3 
This great Work muſt be more exactly made, 
And ſharpeſt Thoughts in ſmootheſt Words convey'd: 
Some think, if ſharp enough, they cannot fail, 
As if their only Bus'neſs was to rail 3 = 


Diſtinguiſhes a Satyr from a Scold, 


Wage you mut nde; ang Freſur 

"A Satyr's Smile is ſharper than bis Fropn 3 | 

| E ), while you ſeem to ſlight ſome Rival Youth, 

1 alice it ſelf may paſs ſometimes for Truth. 

4 he * Laurcat here may juſtly claim our Praiſe, 

; Conne by + Mac- Flec no with immortal Bays 3 
Fb prais'd, and puniſh'd for another's * Rhimes, 
T7 own deſerve as great Applauſe ſometimes 3 3 

Bur once his Peg aſus has born dead weigbt, 

{Rid by ſome lumpiſa Miniſter of State. 

Here reſt, my Muſe, ſuſpend my Cares a while, 

A greater Enterpriſe attends thy Toil; 

And as ſome Eagle that defigns to fly 

A long unwonted Journey through the Sky, 

Corfider's all the dang'rous way before, 

Over what Lands and Seas ſhe is to ſoar, 

Doubt: her own strengen ſo far, and juſtly fea rs : 

That lofty Road of Airy Travellers; 

Gut yet incited by ſome fair Deſign, 


bat does her Hopes beyond her Fears incline; 
runes ev'ry Feather, views her ſelf with Care, 
laſt reſolvd, ſh: cleaves the yielding Air; 
„d: Nuay ſhe flies, ſo ſtrong, ſo high, ſo faſt, 

be leſſens to us, and is — at haſt, 


— — 


Mr. Dryden. | | 

TA famous Satyrical Poem of bis. . 
* Alibel, for which he was both applauded, and 
2858 cho —— innocent of the whole matter. 


Rag 
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So (but too weak for ſuch a weighty thing) 
The Muſe inſpires a ſharper Note to fing 3 
And why ſhould Truth offend when only told 
To guide the Ignorant, and warn the Bold ? 
On then, my Muſe, adventrouſly engage, 
To give Inſtructions that concern the Stage. 5 
The Unities of Action, Time and Place, * Plaji -; 
Which if obſerv*d, give * PLAYS ſo great a Grace, 
Are, tho but little practi?d, too well known 4 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 
From nicer Faults to purge the preſent Age, 
Leſs obvious Errors of the Engliſh Stage. 
Firſt then, SOLILOQUES had need be few, 
Extremely ſhort, and ſpoke in Paſſion too; 
our Lovers talking to themſelves for want 
Of others, make the Pit their Confid ant; 3 
Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 
They truſt a Friend, only to tell it us; 
| Th? occaſion ſhould as naturally fall, 


As when * Bellario confeſſes all. 4294 

FIGURES of Speech, which Poets think ſo fine, G - 

Art's needlefs Varniſh: to make nature ſhine, carce 

Are all but Paint upon a beauteous Face, Wa 
a 


And in Deſcriptions only claim a place. 
But to make Rage declaim, and Grief Diſcowſe, Vet to 
From Lovers in s in deſpair fi fine things to force, Shake) 


2 * Plaſter, A Play of Baumont and + and aber. 0 fee 


Muſt needs ſucceed, for who can chuſe hut pity 


\ dying Hero miſerably witty? 
But ob, the Dialogues, where jeſt, and mock 


T Is held up like a Reſt at Shittle· cock | 
. r elſe like Bells, Ecernally they chime, 


bey feb in Simile, and die in Rbime. 


7 ; : 
| BY Nature not inſpir'd, nor Learning taught d 


Scarce comprehended ſince but by I few : 


so ſee them play'd, then read them as before, 


har Things are theſe, who would be Poets thought; 


| Some Wir they have, and therefore may deſerve 
A better Courſe than this by which they arve, 


ber to write Plays ! why tis a bold pretence 
To Judgment, Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence z 
Nay more; for they muſt look within to find 
[Thoſe ſecret Turns of Nature in the Mind; 
: 'Withour this part in vain would be rhe whole 
And but a Body all without 2 Soul: | 
All this together yet is but a Part 

of Dialogue, that great, and Pow'rful Art, 
[Now almoſt loſt, which the old Grecians knew, 


From whence the Romans fainter Copies drew, 


; 


Shakeſpear, and Fletcher are the Wonders now: 
Conſider them, and read them oer, and oer, 


Plato, and Lucian are the beſt Remains 
Of all the Wonders, which this Art contains 


Yet to our ſelves, we Juſtice muſt allow, 


Foy tho in many things they groſly fail, 
Over our Paſſions Rill they ſo prevail, 
That our own Grief by their's is rock' d aſleep, 
The Dull are forc'd to feel, the wiſe to weep. 
Their Beauties imitate, avoid their Faults ; 
Firſt on a Plot employ thy careful Thoughts; 
Turn it with time a thouſand ſev'ral ways, 
This oft alone has giv'n ſucceſs to Plays: 
Reje& that vulgar Error which appears 

So fair, of making perfect Characters; 5 
There's no ſuch thing in Nature, and you'll draw 
A faultleſs Monſter, which the World ne'er ſaw; 3 
Some Faults muſt be, that his Misfortunes drew, 
Bur ſuch as may deſerve Compaſſion toos 

Beſides the main Defign compogd with Art, 

Each moving Scene muſt be a Plot apart; 
Contrive each little turn, mark every place, 

As Painters firſt chalk out the future Face ; 

Let be not fondly your own Slave for this, 

But change hereafter what appears amiſs. 

Think not ſo much where ſhining thoughts to place, th 
As what a Man would ſay in ſuch a Caſe. | 3 
Neither in comedy will this ſuffice, ur 
The Player too muſt be before your Eyes, 55 
And tho? tis Drudgery to ſtoop ſo low, i 
To bim you muſt your utmoſt meaning ſhow: 


, 
Mg 


45 
2 Expoſe no fingle Fop, but lay the Load 
4 ore cqually, and ſpread the Polly broad; 
I he other way is zulgar, oft we fee 
4 Fool derided by as bad as he; 
L awks fly at nobler Game; in this low way). 
f very Owl may provea Bird of Prey: 
4 Poets ſo will one poor Fop devour ; 


gut to collect, like Bees from every viewes, 
e to compoſe that precious Juice, 


Which ſerves the World for Pleaſure and for uſe; 
In ſpight of Faction this would Favour get: 


But fFalſtaſf ſeems unimitable yet. 
eher Fault which often does befal, 
Fs when the Wit of ſome great Poet ſhall 
bo overflow, that is, be none at all, 
har all his Fools ſpeak Senſe, as if poſt, 
Ind each by Inſpiration breaks his 76; 
once the Juſtneſs of each part be loſt, 
Vell we may laugh, but at the Poets Colt, 
[har filly thing, Men call Sheer-WWit, avoid, 
ce, ith which our Age ſo naucecuſly is cloy'd ; 
| mour is all, Nit ſhould be only brought 
turn agreeably ſome proper Thought. 
: ſince the Poets we of {-re have known, 


ine in no Draje ſo much as in their own, 
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The better by Example to convince, 

Caſt but a view on this wrong fade of Sence. 
Eirſt a Soliloquy is calmly made, 

Where every Reaſon is cad weightd ; 3 

Which once perform'd, moſt opportunely comes 

A Hero frighted at the Noiſe of Drums 

For her ſweet ſake, whom at firſt ſig bt he loves, | 

And all in Metapbor his paſſion proves 3 

But ſome ſad accident, tho* yet unknown 

Parting this Pair, to leave the Swain alone, 


He ſtreight grows jealous, yet we know not why, 


And to oblige his Rival, needs will dye: 


But firſt he makes a Speech, wherein he tells 


The at/ent Nymph how much his Flame excels, 
And yet bequeaths ber generouſly nor 


To that dear Rival whom he does not know, 
Who ſtreight appears (but who can Fate withſtand ?) 
Too late alas to hold his haſty Hand, | 


That juſt haſt giv'n himſelf che cruel Stroke, 


At which this very Strangers Heart is broke; 
He more to his new Friend than Miſtreſs kind, 


_ Moſt ſadly mourns at being left behind, 


Of ſuch a Death prefers the pleaſing Charms 
To Love, and living in a Lady's Arms. 


How ſhameſul, and what monſtrous things are theſe? 


And then they rail at thoſe they cannot pleaſe, 


Con 


e's wh 
univerſ- 
Homer 


thing. 


Conclude us only partial for the Dead, | 
And grudge the Sign of old Ben. 7ohnſon's Head 3 
wben the intrinfich Value of the Stage 

cn ſcarce be judg'd bu: by a following Age; 

i For Dances, Flutes, Ialiun Songs, and Rlime 

May keep up finking Nonſtuſe tur à time; 

zur that may fail, which nox ſo much o'r rule's 

ni Sence no longer will b nit to Fouls, 


Þy painful Steps we are at laſt got up Epic 
urnaſſus Hill, on whoſe bright Airy Top Poetry, 
be * Epic Poets ſo divinely ſhow, 
d with juſt Pride behold the reſt tetow, 
raick, Poems have a juſt pretence 
be the utmoſt reach of human Sence, 
Work of ſuch ineſtimable Worth, | 
re are but two the World has ycr brought forth, 
ner and Virgil: wich what awlul ſound 
thoſe meer Words the Ears of Poets wound! 
as a Changeling ſeems below the reſt 
len, or rather is A two- legg'd Beaſt, 
ele Gigantich Souls amaz d we find 
uch above the reſt of human kind. 
es whole ſtrength united! endleſs Fame, 
wiverſal Shouts attend their Name. 
4 Vomer once, and you can read no more, 
Uthings elle apppear ſo dull and Poor. 
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As ſomething of Divine the Work admired, 


kli hzwn where all the mighty MAiglek lies, 
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Succeed where great Torquato, and our greater Spe. 


Re ee — n 


V-rſe will ſeem Proſe, yet often on him loo, 
And you will hardly need another Book, 
Had * Boſſ never writ, the World had ſtill, 
Like Indians, view'd this wondrous piece of Skill, 


Na: hoped to be TrfIrufed, but Inſpired 
Bu: he diſcloſing ſaered Myſteries , 


Leſcrid'd the Szeds, and in what order ſown, 
That have to ſuch a vaſt proportion grown, 
Sure from ſome Angel he the Secret knew, 
Who through chis Labyrinth has given che clue 
Bu: what, alas, avails it poor Mankind 
To ſee this promiſed Land, yet ſtay behind? ' 
The Way is ſh:wa, but who has ſtrength ro go? 
Who can all-Sciences exactly know? 
Whoſe Fancy flies beyond weak Reaſor's Sight, 
And yet has Judgment to direct it right? 
Whoſe juſt Diſcernment, Vril. lige, is ſuch, 


Never to ſay too lictle, or too much 2? 

Let ſuch a Man begin without delay, 

But he muſt do much more than I can ſay, 

Muſt above Cowley, nay, and Milton to? prevail, 
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. -Fungar vice Cotis, acutum 
adere gue ferrum valet Exers ipſa ſecandt. 


Hor. de Art, Poet. 
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Cape Dona Extrema Tuorum. V. 3. KE. 


DUBLIN: 


Wiinted for Fohs H:n'y, Book- 
{clier, at the Black-4- Mior's-He ad 
n Cytiv-ffreee, M DCC XU, 


To THE 


Earl of ROSCO MON, 


ky: 8 AY 


Trandated ve RSE. 


Hether the fruitful Nile, or Tyrian Shore, 
The ſeeds of Arts and Infant Science bore; 
Tis ſure the noble Plant tranflited firſt, 
*2vanc'd its head in Grecian Gardens nurſt. 
[The Grecians added Verſe, their tuneful Tongue m— ; 
lnde Nature firſt, and Nature's God their Song. 
Nor ſtopt Tranſlation here: For conquering Rome 


«A - 


With Grecians Spoils, brought Grecian Numbers home ; | 
Enrich*d bv thoſe Athenian Muſes more, 

Tuan all the vanquift'd World cou'd yield before, 
Till barb'rous Nations and more barb'rous Times 
Debꝛs'd the Majeſty of Verſe to Rhimes; 

acſe rude at firſt : a kind of hobbling Proſe : 
dat lim v4 along, and tincld in the cloſe ; 


e 
Ann 


vl i But Zaly reviving from the Trance 
of Vandal, Goth, and Monkiſh ignorance, 

(! with pauſes, cadence, and well vowel'd words, 
[: | And all the Graces a good Ear affords, 

| f | Made Rhyme an Art, and Dante's poliſh'd page 
ly ( Reſtor'd a Silver, not a Golden Age: 
I | Then Petarch follow'd, and in him we fee, 7 P. 
rl h What Rhyme improv'd in all its height can be; 0 
At beſt a pleaſing ſound, and fair barbarity: 

Wi The French purſu'd their ſteps 3 and Britain, laſt 
i | In Manly ſweetneſs all the reſt ſurpaſs d. 
arne Wit of Greece, the Gravity of Rome 

Appear exalted in the Britiſh Loome 5 . 

The Muſes Empire is reſtor'd agen, 

If In Charles his Reign, and by Roſcommon's Pen. 


ret modeſtly be does his work ſurvey, 

li And calls a finiſh'd Poem an ESSATr; 

For all che needful Rules are ſcatter'd here; 8 
on Truth ſmoothly told, and pleaſantly ſevere 


þ (so well bis Art diſguis d, for Nature to appear) 


Nor need thoſe Rules to give Tranſlation light Nom hi 
His own Example is a Flame fo bright; Mut 400 
That he, who but arrives to copy well, = 1 
Unguided will advance; unknowing will excel. Nor Fit 
Scarce his ewn Horace cou'd ſuch Rules ordain; 778 


oer bis own Virgil ſing a nobler ſtrain, 


5 Ho! 


How much in him may riſing Ireland bdaſt, 
1 h much in gaining him has Britain loſt ! 
1 heir Iſland in revenge has ours reclaim'd; | 
1 ys more inſtructed we, the more we Rill are ſham'd, 
ſis well for us his generons Blood did flo 

D:civ 4 from Britiſh Channels long ago, 

1 ha: here his Conquering Anceſtors were nurſt 3 

nd Ireland but trauſlated England firſt : 

5 this Repriſal we regain our right, | 

Fic mult che two contending Nations fight, 
a nobler quarrel for his Native Earth, 
rain what divided Greece for Homer's Birth. 
ro what perſection will our Tongue arrive, 
„ will Invention and Tranſlation thrive 
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vaen Authors nobly born will bear cheir part, 
nd not diſdain th inglorious praiſe of Art! 
eat Generals thus deſcending from Command; 
Vith their own toil provoke the Soldiers hand. 
How will ſweet Ovid's Gaolt be pleas'd to bear 
is Fame augmented by an Engliſh Peer, * 


— 1 * 


How he embelliſhes his Helen's loves, 

gut does his ſoftneſs, and his ſenſe improves? 
When theſe cranflace, and teach Tranſlators too, 
Nor Firſtling Kid, nor any vulgar vow ' 


* The Earl of Mulgrave, 


Aol 


$hcu'd at Apollo's grateful Altar ftand 3 

| Roſcommon writes, to that auſpicious band, 

l Muſe feed the Bull that ſpurns the yellow land. 
Roſcommon, whom both Court and Camps commend, 
True to his Prince, and faithful to bis Friend; i 
Roſc99on firſt in Fields of Honour known, ; 

Firſt in the peaceful Triumphs of the Gown 5 ; 
Who both Minerva's juſtly makes his own, | 
Now let the few belov'd by Fove, and they, 

' Whom inſug'd Titan form'd of better Clay, 

On equal terms of ancient Wit ingage, 

Nor mighty Homer fear, nor ſacred Virgil's page: 

Our Engliſh Palace opens wide in tlaze 3 

And without ſtooping they may pals the Gate. 
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Tranſlated VERSE. 
Appy that Author, whoſe corre& Eſſay, 
Repairs ſo well our old Horatian way; 

d happy you, who by propitious Fate 

great Apollo's Sacred Standard wait. 

d with ſtric Diſcipline inſtructed right, 

velearnt to uſe your Arms before you fig bt. 

ſince the Preſs, the Pulpit, and the Stage 

nfpire to cenſure, and expoſe the Age; 

vok'd too far we reſolutely muſt 

the few Virtues that we have be juſt. | 

who have long d, or who have labour'd more 

ſearch the Treaſures of the Roman Store, 

lig in Grecian Mines for purer Oar ? 


nobleft Fruits tranſplanted in our Iſle, 
th early Hope, and Fragrant Bloſſoms ſmile. 
iliar Ovid tender Thoughts inſpires, 
Nature ſeconds all bis ſoft Defires ; 


Thcocritus 
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5 Learning grew faſt, and ſpread, and bleſt the Land; 


Theocritus does now to us belong; 

And Albion s Rocks repeat his rural Song. 
Who hath not heard how Italy was bleſt, | 
Above the Mede, above the wealthy Eaſt? 
Or Gallus Song, ſo tender and ſo true, 
As ev'n Lycoris might with Pity view. 


When mourning Nympbs attend their Dapbnes's Herl H 
Who doth not weep, that reads the moving Verſe, of 
But hear, O hear, in what exalted Strains 5 t w. 
Scicilian Muſes thro' theſe bappy Plains, he c 
Proclaim Saturnian Times, our own Apollo reigns? be v 
| | rawn 


When France had breath'd after inteſtine Broils, ſpeal 
And Peace and conqueſt crown'd her Foreign Toils, {With F 
There (cultivated by a Royal Hand) | vr Tl 
ron 
is tru 
It goo! 
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The choiceſt Books that Rome and Greece have Knol 
Her excellent Tranſlators made ber own, | 

And Europe ſtill conſiderably gains, 

Both by their good Example and their Pains, 
From bence our generous Emulation came, 
we undertook, and we perform'd the ſame : 
But now we ſhew the World another way, 

And in Tranſlated Verſe do more then they. 
Serene and clear harmoniow Horace flows, 
With Sweetneſs not to be expreſt in Proſe. 


grad 


zgrading Proſe explains his meaning ill, 
nd ſhews the Stuff but not the Workman's Skit, 

| who have ſerv'd him more than Twenty years, 
Karce know my Maſter as he there appears, 

Fain are our Neighbours hopes, and vain their Cares, 
Ine fault is more the Languages than theirs. 5 


is courtly florid, and abounds in Words, 

{ ſofter ſound than ours perhaps affords ; 
t who did ever in French Authors ſee 
he comprehenſive Engliſh Energy? 

be weighty Bullion of one Sterling Line, 


tle, 


ſpeak my private but impartial Senſe, 

ith Freedom, and I hope without Offence ; 

r Pl recant, when France can ſhew me Wit, 
sfirong as ours, and as ſuccinfly writ. 

is true Compoſing is the Nobler Part, 

it good Tranſlating is no eaſy Art: | 

jr tho! Materials have long fince been found, 


both your Fancy and your Hands are bound. 

d by improving what was writ before, 
vention labou rs leſs, but Tudgment more. 

be Soil intended for Pierian Seeds, 

de well purg'd from rank Pedantich Weeds, 
allo ſtarts, and all Parnaſſus ſhakes, 

the rude rumbling Baralipton makes, 


E 
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For none have been with Admiration read, 


But who beſide their Learning were well bred; 
The firſt great work ( a Task perform'd by few) 
Is that your ſelf may to your ſelf te true: 

No Maſque, no Tricks, no Favour, no Reſerve 3 
Diſſect your Mind, examine ev'ry Nerve. 
Whoever wainly on his Strength depends, 
Begins like Virgil, but like Mævius ends. 


That Vretch ( in ſpite of his forgotten Rbymes) | 7 
Condemn'd to live in all ſucceeding times ; 5 3 Yc 

With pompous Nonſenſe, and a bellowing Sound, | 7 
Sung lofty Ilium, tumbling to the Ground. . Tb 
Wy And (if my Muſe can thro' paſt Ages ſee) . W 
That nauſeous noiſy, gaping Fool was he. : ' Le 


Exploded when with wniverſal Scorn, 
The Mountains labour'd, and a Mouſe was born. 
Learn, learn, crotona's brawny wreſiler crys, 
Audaciows Mortals, and be timely wiſe ! | 
Twas I that call, remember Milo's end, 

Wedg'd in that Timber, which he trove to rend. 
VR: Each Poet with a different Talent writes, 
done Praiſes, one Inſtructs, another bites. 
Horace did ne' er aſpire to Epich Bays, 
Nor lofty Maro ſtoop to Lyrich Lays, 

WW lf Examine hox your Humour is inclin'd, 
And which the Ruling Paſion of your Mind; 


Then, 


S 


Erben, ſeck a Poet who your way do's bend, 

And chuſe an Author, as you chule a Friend. 
united by this Sympathetick Bond, 

: vou grow Familiar, Intimate, and Fond; 

| Your thoughts, your Words, your Stiles your r Souls r 

t No longer bis Interpreter, but He. 

I With how much eaſe is a young Muſe betr qy d, 

Z How nice the Reputation of the Maid! 

Z {Your early, kind, paternal care appears, 

57 chaſte Inſtruction of her Tender Tears. 
rte firſt Impreſſion in her Infant Breaſt 
in be the deepeſt, and ſhould be the beſt. 
let no Auſterity breed ſervile Fear, 
No wanton Sound offend her Virgin-Ear, 
; Secure from fooliſh Pride's affected late, 
And ſpeciows Flat*ry's moſt pernicious Bait, 
| Habitual Innocence adorns ber Thoughts 
| But your negle& muſt anſwer for her Faults; 
Immodeſt words admit of no defence 2 
For want of Decency, is want of Senſe. 

What mod'rate Fop wou'd rake the Park, or Stews, 25 
Who among Troops of faultleſs Nymphs may chuſe ? 
Variety of ſuch is to be found 
Take then a Subject proper to expound 2: 

But Moral, Great, and worth a Poet's Voice, 


| For Men of ſenſe deſpiſe a trivial choice: 
F 2 „ 


if | And with attractive Majeſty ſur priſe, 


And ſuch Applauſe it muſt expect to meet, 
As would ſome Painter, buſy in the street, 
To Copy Bulls and Bears, and ev'ry Sign 
That calls the ftaring Sots to naſty wine. 
Yer tis not all to have a Subject Good, 

It muſt delight us when tis underſtood, 
He that brings fulſome Objects to my view, 
(As many old have done, and many New) 
with nauſeous Images my Fancy fills, 

And ail goes down like Oxymel of Squils. 

Inſtruct the liſt'ning World how Maro ſings 
Of uſeful Subjects, and of lofty Things, 
| Theſe will ſuch true, ſuch bright 1dea's raiſe, 
As merit Gratitude, as well as Praiſe, 

But foul Deſcriptions are offenſive Rill, 
Either for being Like, or being III. 
For who, without a Qualm, hath ever lookt, 
On Holy Garbage, tho by Homer Cookt ? 
Whoſe Railing Heroes, and whoſe wounded Gods, 
Make ſome ſuſpect, he Snores, as well as Nods. 
But I offend- Virgil begins to frown, 
And Horace looks with Indignation down. 
My bluſhing Muſe with Conſcious fear retires, 
And whom They like, Implicitly Admires, 
On ſure Foundations let your Fabrick Riſe, 
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Not by affected, meritorious Arts, 
| N But ſtrict harmonious ꝙmetry of Parts. 

N 7 which chro? the whole, inſenſibly muſt paſs, 
3 With vital Heat to animate the Maſs. 

: 4 pure, an Active, an Auſ pic ious flame, 


| But few, oh few, Souls præordain'd by Fate, 


No Rebel Titans ſacrilegious Crime, 
bs, heaping Hills en Hills can thither climb, 
be Griſly Ferry-man of Hell deny'd 
Þ Encas entrance till be knew his Guide; 
How juſtly them will impious Mortals fall; 
| Whoſe Pride would ſoar to Heav'n without a call? 
pride ( of all others the moſt dang rous fault;) 
| Proceeds from want of Senſe, or want of Thought; 
IThe Men who labour and digeſt things moſt, 
will be much apter to deſpond than boaſt, 
For if your Author be profoundly good, 
Paill c.ſt you dear before he's underflood. 
ow many Ages fince has Virgil wri: ? 
How few are they who underfand him yet.? 
\pproack his Altars with Religious fear, 


Hav'n ſhakes not more at Fovc's In pe rial Ned, 
ira Pots thould before their Hautuan God. 


o And bright as Heaz'n, from which the Bleging came : 


{The Race of Gods, have reacht that envyd Height. 


0 vulgar Deity inhadi: s there; 8 


* 


— m . * 
a —— * * r r — m s 0 1 72 . 
=. 5 8 — — 4 — > 2 — . IX — 
| : - ' . . 5. 4 
. K nt , 9 a ou — 4 1 pl *. 
Dr an * Nr „ e : 8 3 4 ne ge” = 


— 


wall" 4 


— 


— 


* 
— PX. — 
= - - -> A Tres » mu + ae 


Hail Mighty Maro! may thy Sacred Name, 
Kindle my Breaſt, with thy cœleſtial flame; 


Sublime Ideas, and apt words infuſe, 
The Muſe inftru# my Voice, and thou inſpire my Mu. 
What I have inftanc'd.only in the beſt, 
Is in Proportion true of all the reſt. 

Take Pains the genuine meaning to explore, 
There Sweat, there Strain, there tug the laborius Oar. 
Search ev'ry Comment that your Care can find, 

Some here, ſome there, may hit the Poet's Mind 3 

Vet be not lindly guided by the Throng 3 

The Multitude is always in the wrong. 

When Things appear unnatural, and bard, 

Conſult your Author with himſelf compar d; 

Who knows what Bleſſing Phæbus may beſtow, 

And future Ages to thy labour owe? 

Such Secrets are not eaſily found out, | 

But once diſcover'd leave no room for Doubt, 


Truth famps Convifion in the raviſht Breaſt, . 
And Peace and Joy attend the glorious Gueſt: ©; 
_ = | ' Try 

Truth till is one, Truth is divinely bright, . 


No cloudy Doubts obſcure her Native Light 


While in your Thoug his you find the leaſt Debate, i, 1 
You may confound, but never can Tranſlate. Veny 
Your Stile will this thro? all Diſguiſes ſhew, 1 
For none explain more clearly than they know. U ghe 


BH 


e only proves he underſtands a Text, 
hoſe Expoſition leaves it unperplext, 
bey who too faithfully on Names inſiſt, 
f ther create, chan diſſi pate the Miſt ;. 
Ind grow un juſt by being over-nice, 
for Superſtitious Virtue turns to Vice) 
1 Craſſus Ghoſt, and Labienys tell, | 
ow twice in Parthian Plains their Legions fell, 
Ince Rome bath been ſo jealous of her Fame, 
| know Pacoxus or Monæſes Name. 
ords in one Language elegantly us d, 
ill bardly in another be excusd; 
nd ſome that Rome admir'd in cæſar's time, 
j neicher ſuit our Genius , nor our clime. 
be genuine Senſe intelligibly told, 
dens 4 Tranſlator both Diſcreet and Bold. 
Excurftons are inexpiably bad, 
ni'cis much ſafer to leave out, then add. 
race and Myſtic Thoughts you muſt erpreſss 
th painful care, and ſceming Eafineſs, 


b Ænean Muſe, when ſhe prepares in ſtate, 
kes all Fove Thunder on her Verſes wait. 

t writes ſometimes as ſoft, and moving Things, | 
Venus ſpeaks, or Philomela ſings. 

ur Author always will the beſt adviſe, 
| when he falls, and when be riſcs riſe, 


_ aff 


Truth ſhines rig bteſt thro the plaineſt Dreſs. 1 | 


Affeded noiſe, is the moſt wretched Thing, 
That to contempt, can empty Scriblers bring. 
owe l and Accents regularly plac d, 5 
On even Syllables, (and ſtill the lat.) 

Tho' groſs innumerable Faults abound, 
In ſpite of Nonſence never fail of Sound. 
But this is meant of even Verſe alone, 
As being moſt harmonious and moſt own 
For if you will unequal Numbers try, 
Their Accents on odd Syllables muſt lie, 
Whatever Siſter of the Sacred Nine, 
Does to your Suit a willing Ear incline, 
Urge your ſucceſs, deſerve a laſting Name, 
Shell crown a grateful, and a conſtant Flame · 
But if a wild Uncertainty prevail, 
And turn your veering Heart with ev*ry Gale, 


You loſe the Fruit of all your former Care, 
For the ſad Proſpect of a ſad Deſpair: | 


| EY fo 

A 2uack (too ſcandalouſly mean to Name) ſes 
Had by Maa midwifry got Wealth and Fame, ais 
As if Lucina had forgot the Trade, 2, orry' 
The lab'ring Wife invokes his ſurer Aid. un 


Well ſeaſon d Bowls, the Goſſips Spirits raiſe, 
Who while the guzzles, chats the Doctor's Praiſe. 
And largely wha: ſhe wants in Words, ſupplys. 
With Maudling Eloquence of trickling Eyes. 


Yu: what a thoughtleſs Animal is Man, 
How very Afive in his own Trepan! ) 

or greedy of Phyficians frequent Fees, 

| tom Female Mellow Praiſe he takes Degrees ? 
$crurs in a new Unlicens*d Gown, and then, 
Fcom ſaving Women falls to Killing Men. 
Wrother ſuch had left the Nation Thin, 

| ſpight of all the Children he brought in. 

is Pills, as thick as Hand Granadoes flew, 
kind where they fell, as certainly they ſlew. 
is Name ſtruck ev'ry where as great a Damp 


5 Archimedes through the Roman Camp: 
ith this, the Doctor, Pride began to Cool, 


or Smarting ſoundly may convince a Fool. 


ut now Repentance came too late, for Grace ; s 
id meager Famine ſtar d him in the Face. 


in would he to the Vives be reconcil'd , 


t found no Hausband left to own a child. 
e Friend, tnat got the Brats were poyſon'd too; 
rais ſad caſe what could our Vermin do 2 | 
yd with Debts, and paſt all Hope of Bail , 
| unpitey'd wretCh lies Rotting in à Fail. 
U there wich Basket- Alms, ſcarce kept alive, 
ws how Mijtagen Talents ought to Thrive 
pity, from my Soul, Uaaappy Men, 
W rpelbd by want to Proſtitute their Fen 3 


Co 


The Profits ſmall, and you have much to loſe ; 


But what they feel tranſport them when they write. 


And heard th' Impatient Maid Divinely Rave? 


| And ſparkling Wine ſmiles in che tempting Glaſs, 


our 


Who muſt} like Lawyers, either Harve or plead, Fbrou 
And follow, right or wrong, where Guineas lead 0 whe 
But you, Pompilian, wealthy, pamper d Heirs, — 

Who to your Country owe your Swords and Cares. Me 
Let no vain hope your eaſie mind ſeduce, pave 
For Rich ill Poets are without Excuſe. fore 


Tis very Dangr'ous, Tampring with a Muſe 6 
For, tho? true Wit adorns your Birth or Place, 1 
Degenerate lines degrade tb attainted Rare, | 
No Poet any Paſſion can Excite; | 
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Have you been led through the cumæan cave. 


I hear her now ; I ſee her Rowling Eyes; 

And panting 3 Lo! the God, the God ſhe cries; 
With words, not Hers and more then humane ſound, 
She makes th* obedient Ghoſts peep trembling thro th 
But tho we muſt obey when Heav'n Commands, (Grout 


longs 
hich / 


And Man in vain the Sacred Call withſtands, - | 
Beware, what Spirit rages in your breaſt, fe Fu 
For ten inſpir'd ten thouſand ate poſſcſt. : N facr 
Thus make che proper uſe of each Extream, = 
And write with Fury, but corre whith Phleam, 1 U 


As when the Chearful hours too freely paſs, 


Yo 


our Prlſe adviſes, and begins to beat 
Fbrough every ſwelling Vein a loud retreat, 
o when a Muſe propitioufly invites 

prov? her favours, and Indulge ber flights, 
u onen you find that vigorous heat abate, 
ave off, and for another Summons wait, 
fore the Radiant dun, a Glimm'ring Lamp, 
lult rate Metals to the Sterling Stamp, a 
ppear not meaner, than mere humane Lines, | 9 
mpar'd with thoſe whoſe Inſpiration ſhines; 8 
e, Nervous, Bold; thoſe Languid and remiſs ; | 
ere, cold ſalutes, But, here, a Lover's kiſs, Wl 
bus have I ſeen a Rapid, beadlong tide, | 

ith foaming Waves the Paſſive. Soan divide, 

boſe Lazy Waters without motion lay, | 
bile he, with eager force, urg'd his Impetuous way, 
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The Priviledge that ancient Poets claim 

vw turn'd to Licenſe but too juſt a Name, 
longs to none but an Eſtabliſht Fame, 

hich ſcorns to take it 

Hurd Expreſſions, crude, Abortive Thoughts, 
the lewd Legion of exploded fau'ts, 

iſe Fugitives to that Aſylum fly, 

d ſacred Laws with Inſolence defy. 

t thus our Heroes of the former Days, 
erv'd and Gain'd their never fading Bayes 5 


„ 
0 d 


or 1 miſtake, or far the greateſt part, 
Of what ſome call Neglect was ludy d Art. 
When Virgil ſeems to Trifle in a Line, 

"Tis like a Warning · peice, which gives the Sign 
To Wake your Fancy, and prepare your Sight, 
To reach the noble Height of ſome wwſual Flight, 
I loſe my Patience, when, with Saucy Pride, 

By untun'd Ears T hear his Numbers try'd. 
Reverſe of Nature! ſhall ſuch Copies, then 
Arraign th' Originals of Maro's Pen! 

And the rude Not ions of Pedantick Schools, 
Blaſpbeme the ſacred Founder of our Rules! 


The Delicacy of the niceſt Ear 
Finds nothing barſh, or out of order there. 
Sublime or low, unbended or intenſe, 

The ſound is ſtill a Comment to the Senſe. 

A skilful Ear, in Numbers ſhowd preſide; 
And all Diſputes without Appeal decide. 
This Ancient Rome, and Elder Atbens found, 
Before miſtaben Nops debaucb'd the ſound. 


When, by Impulſe from Heaven, Yrtæus ſung, 
In drooping Soldiers a new Courage ſprung. 
Reviving Sparta now the fight maintain'd, 
And that Two Ger'rals loſt, a Poet gain'd. 

By ſecret influence of Indulgene Skies, 

Empire, and Poeſy together riſe, — Nento 
. 171 BPR 
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True Poets are the Guardians of a State, 

And when they fail, portend approaching Fae, 
For that which Rome to conqueſt did inſpire, 
was not the Veſtal, but the Muſes fire ; 

Heavens joyns the Bleſings, no declining Age, 
Eer felt the Raptures of Poetick Rage: 

| Of many faults, Rbyme is (perhaps) the Cauſe, 

Too Hric ro Rbyme we flight more uſefid Laws. 
For that, in Greece or Rome, was never known, 
Till by Barbarian Deluges oerflown, 
ebdi'd, Undone, They did at laſt, Obey, 

And change their own for their Invaders way. 

I grant that from ſome Maſſie Idol Oak 
n Double Rhymes our Thor and Woden ſpoke g 
nd by ſucceflion of unlearned Times, 

As Bards began, ſo Monks rung on the Chimes, 
But now that Phebws and the ſacred Nine, 
ith all their Beams on our bleſt Iſland ſhine, 
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'hy ſhould not Ve their ancient Rites reſtore, 
ind be, what Rome or Athens were before ? 
Have we forgot how Raphaels Num rous Proſe 
d our exalted Souls tbrough Heavenly Camps, 
And mark'd the ground where proud Apoſtate Throne: : 
hd Jehovah ! Here, twiæt Hoſt and Hoſt, 
narrow but a dreadful Interval) ; 
prtentous fight | before the Cloudy Van, 
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arm wg vaſt and baughty ſtrides advancd, 
Came tow'ring arm'd in Adamant and Gold, 
There bellowing Engines with their fiery Tubes 
Diſpers'd Atherial Forms, and down they fall, 
By thouſands, Angels, on Arch. angels rowl'd. ; 
Recover'd, to the Hills they ran, they flew, | 
Which (with their pond'row Load, Rocks, Waters, Woo 
From their firm Seals torn by their ſhaggy Tops , 
They bore, like Shields before them thro* the Air, 
Till more incens'd, they hurl'd them on their Focs, 
All was confiqion, Heav'n's Foundations ſhcok, | 
_ Threatning no leſs then univerſal wrach. 
| For Michael's Arm main Promontor ys flung, 
And overpreſt their Legions weak with Sin 3 


Yet they blaſphem'd, and ſtruggled as they lay, 

?Till the great Enfign of Meſſiah blax d, | — 
And (arm'd with Vengeance) God's Victoricus Son. 
(Effulgence of Paternal Peity) 

Graſping ten thouſaud Thunders in his hand, 

Drove th' old original Rc bels headlong down, 

And ſent them flaming to the vaſt Atyſs. 

o may I live to hail the g/orzous day, F 1 
And ſing load Pæ ins thro the crowded way, 

VW ben in triumpbant Rate, the Britijh Muſe, 

True to her ſelf all bart*arows Aid refuſe ; | Prir 
And in the Roman Majeſty appear, ſo 
* bich none u better, and none come fo near. in 
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, Is hard to ſay, if greater want of Skill 
5 Appear in Writing or in Zudging ill; 
Bu:, of the two, leſs dang'rous is th' Offence, 
Totire our Patience, than miſ-lead our Senſe : 
Some few in that, bur Numbers err in this, 
en Cenſure wrong for one who Writes amiſs 3 | 
A Fool might once himſclf alone expoſe, 
Now One in Verſe makes many more in Proſe. 
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'Tis with our Tudgments as our Watches, none 
Go juſt alike, yet each believes his own, 
In Poets as true Genius is but rare, 

True Taſte as ſeldom is the Critich's Share; 
Loth muſt alike from Heav'n derive their Light, 

Theſe horn to Judge, as well as thoſe to Write, 
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Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excel; 
And cenſure freely who have written well. 


Authors are partial to their Wit, 'tis true, dome 


5 he, 
a hoſe 
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But are not Critichs to their Judgment too? 

Vet if we look more cloſely, we ſhall find 

* Moſt have the Seeds of Judgment in their Mind 3 
Nature affords at leaſt a glimm' ring Light | 
The Lines, tho touch'd bur faintly, are drawn right, 
But as the flighteſt Sketch, if juſtly rra'd, 
Ts by ill co/ring but the more dilgrac'd £5 

So by falſe Learning is good Senſe defac'd 3 

Some are bewilder'd in the Maze of Schools, 

And ſome made Coxcombs, Nature meant but Fools; 

In ſearch of Wit theſe loſe their common Senſe, 
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i | zunch 
And chen turn Criticks in their own Defence. 


if Thoſe hate as Rivals all that write; and others 3 
but envy Vits, as Eunuch s envy Lovers. nd wit 
All Fools have ſtill an Itching to deride, h Fon ed 
And fain would be upon the Laughing Side: other 
| | If Mavlus Scrible in Axollo's ſpight, | | us in 
. There are, who judge ſtill worſe than he can write. e ſolic 
1 ů—ů—ůů — — —— Pere Þ 
De Pictore Sculptore, Fiore, nift Artifex jus e Mc: 


dicare non poteſt, Pliny. . | 
* Omnes tacito quodam ſenjit, fine ulla arte, aut e Sie, 


ratione, quæ ſint in artibus, dc rationiłus recta, ac prada ls 
d.ijudicaut. Cir de Olate lib, 3. es . . 
| | Some 


Some have at firſt for Vite, then Poets paſt, 
rurn'd Criticks next, and prov'd plain Fools at laſt 3 
. ome neither can for its, nor Critichs paſs, 
; heavy Mules are neither Horſe, nor Aſs... 

Thoſe half-learn*d Witlings, num'rous in our Iſle, 
4 5 halt-· form d Inſects on the Banks of Nile 
Unfiniſh'd Things, one knows not what to call, 

| heir Generation's ſo equivocal : 

To tell 'em, wou'd a hundred Tongues require, 

br one vain Wit's, that wou'd a hundred tire. 

| Bur you, who ſeek to give, and merit Fame, 

nd juitly bear a Critick's noble Name, 

ſure your ſelf, and your own Reach. to know, 

on far your Genius, Taſte, and Learning go 3. 
unch not beyond your Depth, but be diſcreet, 

nd mark, that Point where Senſe, and Dulneſs meet. 
ture to all things fix d the Limits fit, 

nd wiſely Curb'd proud Man's pretending Wit: 
£01 the Land while here the Ocean gainsz 

other Parts it leaves wide ſandy Plains 3 | 

is in the Soul while Memory prevails, 

e ſolid Pow'r of Vnderſtunding fails; 

nere Beams of warm Imagination play, 


> e Mcmory's ſofr Figures melt away: Pe 
aut Ne Science only will one Genius fit; 
vd | 


tet is Art, ſo narrow Human Wit: 


Fach Motion guides, and ev'ry Nerve ſuſtains; 
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| Not „ bonnied to yeculier Arts, 
But ev*n in thoſe, confin'd to fingle Parts 
Like Kings we loſe the Conqueſts gain'd before; 


By vain Ambition ſtill t'extend them more: 7 
Each might bis ſerꝰral Province well command, 15 
Wou' d all but ſtoop to what they underſtand, = 7 
Firſt follow Nature, and your Judgment frame 580 
By her juſt Standard, which is ſill the ſame ; Ind | 
Dnerring Nature, ſtill divinely bright, A 
U 


t one clear, unchang d, and Univerſal Light, 

i Life, Force, and Beauty, mult to all impart, 
At ohce the Source, and End, and Teſt of Art. 
That Art is beſt which moſt reſembles Her; 
Which ſtill prefides, yer never does Appear ; 

In ſome fair Body thus the ſprightly Soul 
Wich spirits feeds, wich Vigour fills the whole, 


It ſelf unſeen, but in th* Effets, remains, 
There are whom Heav'n has bleſt with ſtore of Wit, h tbe 
Vet want as much again to manage it; 

For Wit, and Judgment ever are at ſtrife, 

Tho meant each other's Aid, like Man, and Wife. 
"Tis more to guide than ſpur the Muſe's Steed ; 
Reſtrain his Fury, than provoke his Speed; 

The winged Courſer, like a gen'rous Horſe ; 

Sbows moſt true Mertle, when you check his Courſe, 
The 
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Thoſe Rules of old diſcover'd, not devis d, 
Ire Nature ſill, but Nature Methodiz'd ; 
lame, like Monarchy, is but reſtrain'd . 
the ſame Laws, which firſt her ſelf ordain'd: 
| Firſt learned Greece juſt Precepts did indite, 
Vben to repreſs, and when indulge our Flight : 
igh on Parnaſſus' Top her Sons ſhe ſhow'd, 
Ind pointed our thoſe arduous paths they trod, 
eld from afar, aloft, th' Immortal Prize, 
nd urg'd the reſt by equal eps to riſe 3 
om grea: Examples uſeful Rules were giving 
e crew from them, what they deriv'd from Heav'n. 
e gen'rous Critick fann'd the Poet's Fire, 
{taught the World, with Reaſon to Admire. 
en Criticiſm the Muſe's Handmaid prov'd, 
irels her Charms, and make her more belov'd ; 
lowing Wics from that Intention ſtray'd 5 = 
0 con'd not win the Miſtreſs, woo'd the Maid 3 
up themſelves, and drove a ſep'rate Trade. 
alt che Poets their own Arms they turm dl, 
to hate moſt the Men, from whom they learn'd. 
odern Pothecaries, taught the Art 
Poor's Bills to play the Doctor's Part, 
in the Practice of miſtaken Rules, 
tibe, apply, and call their Maſters Fools. 
uſe. Won the Leaves of ancient Authors prey, 
Thel 


Time, nor Moths &er ſpoil'd ſo much as they: 
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some dryly plain, without Invention's Aid, ED 

Write dull Reccits how Poems may be made: Fo 

Theſe loſt the Sence, their Learning to diſplay, | Mu 

And thoſe explain'd the Meaning quite a Wax. Art 
Tou then, whoſe Judgment the right Courſe wou'd ſteer An 

Know well each Ancient's proper character; 

His Fable, Subject, Scope in ev'ry Page, 

Religion, country, Genius of his Age: 

Without all theſe at once before your Eyes, 

You may Confound, but never criticize. 

Be Homer's Works your Study and Deligbt, 

Read tbem by Day, and meditate by Night, 

Thence form your Judgment, thence your Notions bring, 

And trace the Mutes upward to their Spring; 

Still with It ſelf compar'd, his Text peruſe 5 

And let your Comment be the Mantuan Muje, 

When firtt great Maro in his boundleſs Mind 

A Work, Couclaſt Immortal Rome, deſign'd, 

Perhaps he ſcem'd above the Critick's Law, | 

And but from Nature's Fountain ſcorn'd to draw: 


But when Texamine cv'ry Part he ca me, 

Nature, and Homer were, he found, the ſame ; 
Convinc'd, amaz'd, he checkt the bold Deegan, 
And did his Work to Rules as ſtri& confine, 7 A 


As if the Stagyrite o'crlook'd each Line, Ex 
Learn hence for Ancient Rules a juſt Eſteem 3 aliud / 


: | itatib 
To copy Nature is to copy Them. 
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Some Beauties yet no Precepts ean declare, 

For there's a Happineſs, as well as Care; 

| Mufich reſembles Poetr % in each 

Are nameleſs Graces, which no Methods teach, 
r And which a Maſter- Hand alone can reach. 

+ 1f, where the Rules not far enough extend, 

(Since Rules were made but to promote their End) 

Some Lucky Licence anſwers to the full 

rh Intent propos'd, that Licence is a Rule. 
Thus Pegaſus, a nearer way to take, 
May boldly deviate from the common Track; 


Great Wits ſometimes may gloriouſly offend, 

And riſe to Fgults true Criticks dare not mend; 
From Vulgar Bounds with brave Diſorder part, 
And ſnatch a Grace beyond the Reach of Arts s 
Which, without paſſing thro? the Fudgment, gains 
The Heart, and all its End at once attains. 

In Proſpe&s thus, ſome Objects pleaſe our Eyes, 
Which out of Nature's common Order riſe, 

The ſhapeleſs.Rock, or banging Precipice. 

But Care in Poetry muſt ſtill be had, 

It asks Diſcretion ev'n in running Mad; 
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+ Neque tam ſancta ſunt ifta Precepta, ſed hoc 
quicquid ot, Utilitas excogitavit 3 Non negato autem 
fe utile efſe flerunque; verum fl eadem illa nobis 
aliud ſuadebit utilitas, banc, relifis mag iſirorum auto- 
ritatibus, ſequemur, Quintil. 1, 2. cap. 13. 


And 
„ 


And tho' t he Ancients thus their Rules invade, 

(As Kings diſpenſe with Laws Themſelves have made) 
Moderns, beware | Or if you muſt offend 

Againſt the Precept ne er trangreſs its End, 

Let it be ſeldom, and compelld by Need, 


And have, at leaſt, Their Precedent to plead. 


The Critick elſe proceeds without Remorſe, 
Seixes your Fame, and puts his Laws in force. 
I know there are, to whoſe preſumptuous Thought: 
Thoſe Freer Beauties, ev'n in Them, ſeem Faults : 
Some Figures monſtrous, and mi/- cſhap'd appear, 
Conſider d fingly, or beheld too near, 

Which, but proportion d to their Light, or Place, 
Due Diſtance reconciles to Form and Grace. 

A prudent Chief not always muſt diſplay 

His Pow'rs in equal Ranks, and fair Array, 

But with th' Occafion, and the Place comply, 

Oft hide his Force, nay ſeem ſometimes to Fly. 
Thoſe are but Stratagems, which Errors ſeem, 

Nor is it Homer Nods, but Ne that Dream. 
still green with Bays each ancient Altar ſtands, 
Above the reach of Sacrilegious Hands, 

Secure from Flames, from Envy's fiercer Rage, 
Deſtructive War, and all devouring Age. 

See, from each Clime the Learn'd their Incenſe bring; 
Hear, in all Tongues Triumphant Peans ring? 


[1 


In Praiſe ſb juſt let ev' ry Voice be join'd, 
And fill the Gen ral Chorus of Manhind ! 
| Hail Bards 7 riumphant ! born in happier Days ; 
Immortal Heirs of Univerſal Praile ! 
Whoſe Honours with Increaſe of Ages grow, 
As Streams roll down, enlarging as they flow! 
Nations unborn your mighty Names ſhall ſound, 
| And Worlds applaud, that muſt not yet be found! 
oh may ſome Spark of your Celeſtial ire 
| The laſt, the meaneſt of your Sons inſpire, 
(That with weak Wings, from far, purſues your Flights 3 
Glows while be reads, but trembles as he writes) 
To teach vain Wits that Science little hnown, 
Tadmire Superior Senle, and doubt their own! 
Of all the Cauſes which conſpire to blind 
Man's erring Judgment, and miſguide the Mind, 
| What the weak Head with ſtrongeſt Byaſs rules, 
1s Pride, the never failing Vice of Fools. 
Whatever Nature has in Worth deny'd, 
She gives in large Recruits of needful Pride; 
For as in Bodies, thus in Souls, we find 
What wants in Blood, and Spirits, ſwelbd wich Wind 3 
pride, where Wit fails, ſteps in to our Defence, 
And fills up all the mighty Void of Senſe! 
ig; once right Reaſon drives that Cloud awav, 
ruth breaks upon us with reſiſtleſs Day; 
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Whit With the ſame Spirit that its Author writ, 


i Mia, ſed perlectus liber utique ex Integro Veſta ena 
NN uintilian. 
1 uintilian | Nor 


Truſt not your ſelf 5 but your Pefects to know, 
Make uſe of ev'ry Friend: and ev'ry Foe. 


A little Learning is a dang'rous Things 8 
Drink deep, or taſte not the Pierian Spring: = 7 
There ſhallow Draughts intoxicate the Brain, 7] 
And drinking largely ſobers us again. | W 
Eir'd with the Charms fair Science does impart, In 


In fearle /s Touth we tempt the Heights of Art; 
Wbile from the bounded Level of our Mind, 
bort Views we take, nor ſee the Lengths behind, 
Fut more advanc'd, ſurvey with ſt range ſurprize 
New, diſtant Scenes of endleſs Science riſe! 
So pleas d at firſt, the towring Alps we try, 
Mount o'er the Vales, and ſeem to tread the Sky; 
Th' Eternal Snows appear already paſt, 
And the firſt Clouds and Mountains ſeem the laſt; 
But thoſe attain'd, we tremble to ſurvey _ 
The growing Labours of the lengthen'd Way, 
Th' increafing Proſpect tires our wandring Eyes, 
Hills peep oer Hills, and Alps on Alps ariſe 3 

+ A perfect Judge will read each Work of Wit 


Survey the hole, nor ſeek flight Faults to find: | 
Where Nature moves, and Rapture warms the Mind; 


K 


+ Diligenter legendum eft, ac pene ad ſcribendi fol- 
Lie itudinem: Nec per partes modo ſcrutanda ſunt om. 


Nor loſe, for that malignant dull Delight; 
The gen rous Pleaſure to be charm'd with Wit. 


| But in ſuch Lays as neither ebb, nor flow, 
correctly cold, and regularly low, 


That ſhunning Faults, one quiet Tenour keep 3 3 
We cannot Flame indeed. but we may flee p. 
{a Wir, as Nature, what affects our Hearts 


Js not th' Exa@neſs of peculiar Parts; 


'Tis not a Lip, or Eye, we Beauty call, 
pur the joint Force, and full Reſult of all. 


Thus when we view ſome well proportion'd Dome, 
(The World's juſt Wonder, and ev'n thine O Rome!) 


No ſingle Parts unequally ſurprize; 
al comes united to th? admiring Eyes; 


No monſtrous Height, or Breath, or Length appear; 


The Mpole at once is Bold, and Regular. 


Whoever thinks a faultleſs Piece to ſee, | 


tinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor cer ſhall be. 


neviry Work regard the I//riter's End, 


ine none can compaſs more than they Intend ; 


ud if the Means be juſt, the conduct true, 
pplauſe, in ſpite of trivial Faults, is due. 
Men of Breeding, oft the Men of Wit, 
avoid great Errors, muſt the leſs commit, 
eglect the Rules each Verbal Critich lays, 
r not to know ſome Trifles, is a P raiſes 
700 & 
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Moſt Criticks fond of ſome ſubſervient Art, 
Still make the hole depend upon a Part, 
They talk of Principles, but Parts they prize, 
And All to one lov'd Folly Sacrifice. 


Once on 2 time, La Mancha's Knight, they ſay Poe 

A certain Bard encountring on the Way, W 
Diſcour'd in Terms as juſt, with Looks as Sage, 5 Wi 
As cer cou'd D. - 5, of the Laws o th? Stage; Ane 
Concluding all were deſp' rate Sots, and Fools, _ +2 
That durſt depart from Ariftotle's Rules. Wh 
Our Author, hippy ina Judge ſo nice, Som 
Produc'd his Play, and beg'd che Knight's Advice, h 


Made him obſcrve the Subject, and the Plot, 
The Manners, Paſſions, Unities, what not! 2 
All which, exact to Rule, were brought about, 
Were but a Combate in the Lifts left out. 
nat! Leave the Combate out? Exclaims the Knight; W 0! 
Yes, or we muſt renounce the Stagyrite. 5 And 


Not ſo by Heav'n (he anſwers in a Rage) Thei 
Knights, Squires, and Steeds, muſ} enter on the Stage Irbe 
The Stage can ne'er ſo vaſt a Throng contain. 
Then build a Mw, or act it in a Plain. 

Thus Criticks, of leis Judgment than Caprice, 
curious, no: Knowing, not eæad, but nice, 
Form ſhort Ideas; and offend in Arts 


As moſt in Manners) by a Love to Parts: 


Some to conceit alone their Taſte confine, 
And glitt'ring Thoughts ſtruck out at ev'ry Line; 
'Pleas'd with a Work where nothing's juſt, or ſit; 
One glaring Chaos, and wild Heap of Wit 3 
poets like Painters, thus, unskill'd to trace 
| The naked Nature, and the living Grace, 
With Gold, and Fewels cover ev'ry Part, 
And hide with Ornaments their Want of Art. 
+ True Wit is Nature to Advantage dreſt, 
What oft was Thought, but ne'er before Expreft, 
Something, whoſe Truth convinc'd at Sight we find, 
That gives us back the Image of our Mind : 
As Shades more ſweetly recommend the Light, 
So modeſt Plainneſs ſets off ſprightly Wit: 
For Works may have more Mit than does em good, 
As Bodies periſh through Exceſs of Blood. 
hr; Others for Language all their Care expreſs, 

And value Books, as Women Men, for Dreſs : 

Their Praiſe is ſtill-- - The Stile is excellent: 
erte Senſe, they humbly take upon Content. 


Words are like Leaves ; and where they moſt abound, 
Much Fruit of Senſe beneath is rarely found. 
Falſe Eloquence, like the Priſmatic Glaſs, 


I; gawdy Colours ſpreads on er Place; 


i Naturam intueamur, hanc ſequamur ; Id facillime 
IPLE1E animi d agnoſcunt, Quuactl, lib, $. . 
| H 3 | | The 


Som 


Ent, neque manifeſta, quia nil «ft odiofiys affeatione, 


The Face of Nature we no more Survey; | 
All glares alike, without DiſtinFion gay: A 
Bur true Expreſſion, like th' unchanging Sun, 
Etcers, and improves whate er it ſhines upon, 
It gild- all Objects, but ir alters none. | 
Expreſſion is the Dreſs of Thought, and ſtill 
Appears more arcent as more ſuitable 53 
A vile Conceit in pompous Style expreſt, 

Is likea Clown in regal Purple dreſt 


For diffrent Styles with diffrent Subjects ſort, No 

| 1 As ſeveral Garbs with Country, Town, and Court, Not 
* Some by Old Words to Fame have made Pretence, The 
Ancients in Phraſe, meer Moderns in their Senſe 1. Fr 
Such labour d Nothings in fo Hrange a Style, Whi 
Amaxe th unlearn'd, and make the Learned Smile. Ind 


Unlucky, as Fungoſo in the + Play, 

Theſe Sparks witb aukward Vanity diſplay 

Wbat the fine Gentlemen wore Tefterday | 

And but ſo mimick ancient Wits at beſt, ; | 

As Apes our Grandfires in their Doublets dreſt. 
OS REIN 2 be R 


3 


* Abolita Y abrogata retinere, inſolentiæ cujuſdam ben, 
e, & frivolæ in parvis jactantiæ, Quint, lib. 1. c. 6. 
Opus eft ut Verba a vctuſtate repetita neque crelra 


nec utique ab ultimis rYepetita temporibus. Oratio, 
cus ſumma virtus oft perſpicuitas, quam fit witioſa f 
egeat inter prete? Ergo ut novarum optima e runt maxi: 
me vtera, ita veterum maxime nova. Idem. | 

Ben Johnſons Every Man in bis Humour, 


I 


— 


tn Words, as Faſhions, the ſame Rule will hold; 

Alike Fantaſtick, if too New, or Old 

Re not the ſirſt, by whom the New) are try'd, 

Nor yet the /aft, to lay the 01d aſide. 8 

* Bur moſt by Numbers Judge x Poet's Song, 

[And ſmooth, or rough, with ſuch, is right, or wrong; 

In the bright Muſe, tho? thouſand Charms conſpire, 

Her Voice 1s all theſe tuneful Fools admire, 

Who baunt Parnaſſus but to pleaſe their Ear, 

Not mend their Minds ; as ſome to Church repair, 

Not for the Doctrine, but the Mufich there. 

Theſe Equal Syllables alone require, 

| Tho? oft the Ear the open Vowels tire, 

While Expletives their feeble Aid do join, 

ind ten low Words oft creep in one dull Line, 
Vaile they ring round the ſame unvary'd Chimes 
ih ſure Returns of ſtill expected Rhymes. 
Vhere-e'er you find the cooling Weſtern Brei xe; 
n the next Line, it whiſpers thro? the Trees 3 
 chryſtal Streams with pleaſing Murmurs creep, 
be Reader's threaten'd (not in vain) with Sleep, 

dam rben, at the aft, and only Coupler fraught 


Vic ſome unmeaning Thing they call a Thought, 


11404 | bs 
wet * Quis populi ſermo eff ? quis enim ? niſi carmine 
rat lo) 


% Nunc demum numero flu:re, ut per [eve ſeveros 
Ja k fugit junFura ungues: ſeit tendere verſum, Non ſecus 
h occulo rubricam dirigat uno. Perſius, Sat. 1. 
| Fug iemus crebras vocalium concurfiones, que vaſtum 
u. hiantem orationem reddunt. Cic, ad Herenn. 
4 Vide etiam Quintil.,; lib. Os C: 0. 5 


A needlef Alexandrine ends the Song, 
That like a wounded Snake, drags its flow Length along 
Leave ſuch to tune their own dull Rhymes, and know 
What's roundly jmooth, or languiſhingly flow; 
And praiſe the Eaſie Vigor of a Line, | 
Where Denham's Strength, and Waller's Sweetneſs join, 
Tis not enough no Harſhneſs gives Offence, 

The Sound muſt ſeem an Eccho to the Senſe, 

Soft is the Strain when Zephyr gently blows, 

And the .ſmooth Stream in ſmoother Numbers flows; 

But when loud Surgers laſh the ſounding Shore, 

The hoarſe, rough Verſe ſhou'd like the Torrent roar, 
When Ajax ſtrives ſome Rock's vaſt Weight to throm, 
The Line too /abours, and the Words move flow ; |; 
Not ſo, when ſwift Camilla ſcours the Plain, 


hus 

Flies o'er th'unbending Corn, and skims along the Bait. 1 
near how * Timotbeus? various Lays ſurprize, an! 
And bid Alternate Paſſions fall, and riſe! ad te 


While, at each Change, the Son of Lybian Fove 
Now burns with Glory, and then melts with Love; 
Now his fierce Eyes with {park/mng Fury glow ; 
Now Sighs ſteal out, and Tears begin to flow + - 
Perfians, and Greeks like Turns of Nature found, 
And the World's Victor ſtood ſubdu'd oY Sound! 


— 


light 
Tho Ec 
nd ſee 


Heard 
* Alexander's Feaſt, or the reer of Muſick; dard! 
Ode ty Mr, OP | ; eblan 


oin. 


Vain 


The Power of Mufich all our Hearts allow; 

And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 

f Avoid Ex treams; and ſhun the Fault of ſuch, 
ho ſtill are pleas'd too little, or too much. 

Te ev'ry Triffe ſcorn to take Offence, 

That always ſhows Great Pride, or Little Senſe 3 
Thoſe Heads, as Stomachs, are not ſure the beſt 
Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeſt, 

et let not each gay Turn thy Rapture move, 


or Fools Admire, bu: Men of Senſe Approve; 
Past ſcem large which we thro' Mifts ys 


Duueſs is ever apt to Magni ſy. 


Some the French Writers, ſome our own deſpiſe; 
The Ancients only, or the Moderns prize : 
hus Wit, like Faith, by each Man is apply'd 
o one ſmall Se, and All are dannd beſide. 
anly they ſeck che Blefſizg to confine, 
nd force that Sun but on a Part to Shine 35 
hich not alone the Souther Wit ſublimes, 
: ripens Spirits in cold Northern climes; 
'hich from the ficlt bas ſhone on Ages paſt, 
alighrs the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſt 
Tho each may feel Increaſes, and Dcecays, 
nd ſce now clearer, and now darker Days) 


dard not then if Wit be Old, or New, 


: blame the Falſe, and value ſtili tos True. 
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But catch the ſpreading Notion of the Town; 


Ot all this Servile Herd the worſt is be 


A conſtant Critick at the Great- Man's Board, 


| As oft the Learn'd by being Singular; 


Some ne'er advance a Judgment of their own, 


Thy reaſon, and contlude by Precedent, 

And own Hale Nonſenſe, which they ne'er invent. 
Some judge of Aut hor's Names, not Works, and then 
Nor praiſe, nor damn the Vritings, but the Men, 


That in proud Dulne ſs joins with Quality, 


To fetch, and carry Nonſenſe for my Lord, 
What wo ful (tuff chis Madrigal wou'd be, 

In ſome ſtarv'd Hackiy Soancceer, or me? 

But let a Lord once own the bappy Lines, 

How the Wit brightens ! How cue Style refines ! 
Before his ſacred Name flies ev'ry Fault, 

And each exalted Stanza teems wich Thought | 
The Vulgar thus through Imitation err; no / 


So much they ſcorn the Crowd, that if the Throng 
By Chance go right, they purpoſely. go wrong; 

So Schiſmaticks the dull Believers quit, 

And are but damn d tor having too much vit. 


Some praiſe at Morning, what they blame at Nigbt; 
But always think the laſt Opinion right, 
A Muſe by theſe is like a Miſtreſs us'd, 
This hour ſhe's idoliz'd, the next abus'd, 


While 


yhile their weak Heads, like Towns unfortify'd, 
7 wixt Senſe, and Nonſenſe daily change their Side; 
Ak them the Cauſe 5 They're wiſer fill, they ſay 3 
7 nd till ro Morrow's wiſer than to Day. 
1 ye think our Fathers Fools, ſo Wiſe we grow 1 
Our wiſer Sons, no doubt, will think us ſo. 
Once School Divines our zealous Iſle Oerſpread; 
Vho knew moſt Sentences was deepeſt read; 
Fith Goſpel, All, ſeem'd made to be diſputed, 
And none had Senſe enough to be Confuted. 
Fcotiſts, and Tho miſts, now, in Peace remain, 
midſt their kindred Cobwebs in Duoł-Lane. 
fait b it ſelf has diff rent Dreſſes worn, 
bat wonder Modes ia Wit ſhou'd take their Turn 2 
tt, leaving what is Narural and fir, 
be current Folly proves our ready Mit, 
nd Authors think their Reputation ſafe, 
ach lives as long as Fools are, pleas'd to Laugh, 


dome valuing thoſe of their own Side, or Mind, 
make themſelves the meaſure of Mankind : 
ndly we think we bonour Merit then, 

den we but praiſe Our ſelves in other Men. 
ies in Wit attend on thoſe of State, 

« publick Faction doubles private Hate, 
ide, Malice, Folly, againſt Dryden roſe, 
farious Shapes of Perſons, Criticks, Beaw 3 


nile 


ht; 


But Scnſe ſurviv'd when merry Feſts were paſt ; 


For ring Merit will buoy up at laſt, 


| — ; 


Might he return, and bleſs once more our Eyes, 


New Bl----; and new M------s muſt ariſe; 
Nay ſhou'd great Homer lift his awful Head; 
Zoilus again would ſtart up from the Dead. 


_ Envy will Merit, as its Shade, purſue, 


But, like a Shadow, proves the Subſtance too; 


For envy'd Wit, like Sol Eclips d, makes known 5 


Th' oppoſing Bodies Groſſneſs, not its own, 


W ben firſt that Sun too powerful Beams diſplays, 


It draws up Vapours, which obſcure its Rays; 


But ev'n thoſe Clouds at laſt adorn its Way, 


Reflect new Glories, and augment the Day, 


Be thou the fir true Merit to befriend; 
His Praiſe is loſt, who ſtays till AU commend "iy 
Short is the Date, alas, of Modern Rymes 3 - 


And *tis bur juſt to let em live betimes. 


No longer now that Golden Age appears, 


When Patriarch Wits ſurviv'd a Thouſand Tears, 


Now Length of Fame (our ſecond Life) is loſt, 


And bare Threeſcore is all eva That can boaſt ; 
ei | 3 4 4 v ö | 
Our Sons their Father's failing Language ſees 


And ſuch as Chaucer is, ſhall 7ryden be. 


So when the faithful Pencil has deſign'd 
Some fair Idea of the Maſter's Mind, 
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Where a new World leaps out at his command, 
And ready Nature waits upon his Hande? 
When the ripe Colours ſoften, and unite, 

And ſweetly melt into juſt Shade and Light, 
When mellowing Time does full Perfection give, 
And each Bold Figure juſt begins to Live ; 

The treach'row Colours in few Years decay, 

And all the bright Creation fades away 


Unbappy Wit, like moſt miſtaken Things, 
Repays not half that Enzy, which it brings: 

In Touth alone its empty Praiſe we boaſt, 

But ſoon the ſhort-liv'd Vanity is loſt ! 

Like ſome fair Flow'r that in the Spring does riſe, 


nd gaily Blooms, but ev'n in blooming Dies. 
Vat is this Wit that does our Cares employ 2 
be Owner*s Wife, that other Men enjoy? 

de more his Trouble, as the more admir'd ; 
bere wanted, ſcorn'd, and envy'd, where acquir'd ; 
antain'd with Pains, but forfeited with Eaſe ; 
ure ſome to Vex, but never all to ple aſe 3 

s what the Vicious fear, the Virtuow ſhun ; 

) Fools *ris bated, and by Knaves undone ! 


135 


Too much does Wit from 1gn'rance undergo, 
let not Learning too commence its Foe | 


WI 8 


1. 2 65 a — 
Of old, thoſe found Rewards who cou'd excel, 


And ſach were Prais'd, who but endeavour'd well: 
THI Tho Triumphs were to Gen'rals only due, 
16 | Crowns were relerv'd to grace the Soldiers too. 
Vos thoſe that reach Parnaſſus lofty Crown; 
Employ their Pains to ſpurn ſome others down; 
And while Self- Love each jealous Writer rules, 
Contending Wits become the ſport of Fools : 
But till the #orfl with moſt Regret commend, 
And each II Aut bor is as bad a Friend, 
vo what baſe Ends, and by what abje& Ways, 
[118 Are Mortals urg*d by Sacred Luft of Praiſe ? 

il Ah neer ſo dire a Thirſt of Glory boaſt, 

Nor in the Critick let the Man be loſt ! 

Good Nature, and Good-Senſe muſt ever join, 

To Err is Humane ; to Forgive, Divine. 

Baut it in Noble Minds ſome Dregs remain, | 

N | Mot yet purg'd off, of Spleen, and ſow'r Diſdain, = 

[i i | Diſcharge that Rage on more Provoking Crimes, 

4 A Nor fear a Dearth in theſe Flagitious Times. 

Vo Pardon vile 03ſcenity ſhould find, 

| 1 N Tho Wit, and Art eonſpire to move your Mind; 5 

6 | But Dulneſs with Objcenity muſt prove 

| lt As Shameful ſure as Impotence in Love. 

| In the fat Age of Pleaſure, Wealch, and Eaſe, 

' Sprung the rank Weed, and thriv'd with large Inc reist 
| Wi 


When Love was all an eaſe Mönter 
celdom at Council, never in a Wars 
filts rul'd the State, and Stateſmen Farces writ 3 
Nay Wits bad Penſions, and young Lords had FF + 
The Fair fat panting at a courtier's Play, 
And not a Mask went un-improv'd away : 
The modeſt Fan was lifted up no more, 
Ard Virgins [mild at what they bluſh'd before. 
The following Licence of a Forcign Reign 
Did all the Dregs of bold Soc inus drain; 
Tuen firſt the Belgian Morals were ex:oll'd ; 
We their Religion had, and they our Gold : | 
Tnen Unbelieving Prieſts reform'd the Nation, 
and taught more Pleaſant Methods of Salvation; 
Where Heav'ns Free Subjects might their Rights diſpute, 
Leſt God himſelf ſhou'd ſeem too Aſolute. 
Pulpits their Sacred Satyr learn'd to ſpare, 
Ard Vice admir'd to find a Flatt'rer there! 
xncourag'd thus, Wit's Titans brav'd the Skies, 
Nad che Prefs groan'd with Licenc'd Blaſphemies 
Theſe Monſters, Criticks, with your Darts engage, 
ere point your Thunder, and exhauſt your Rage; 
et ſhun their Fault, who Scandalouſiy nice, 
Will needs miſtake an Author into ice; 
ll ſeems Infected that th' Infected ſpy, 


cxeal all looks yellow to the Jaundic'd Eye. 


WS 
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Learn then what Morals Criticks ought to ſhow; 
For eis but half a Zudec's Tack to Know. | 
Tis not enough, wit, Art, and Learning join, 

In all you ſpeak, let Truth, and Candor ſhine: 


m 


That not alone what to your J udgment's due, | 
All may allow ; but feek your Friendſhip too. 


Ee filent always when you doubt your Senſe z : 
Speak when you're ſure, yet ſpeak wich Digidence ; 
Some poſitive perſiſting Fops we know, | 
That, if once wrong, will needs be always ſo ; 

But you, with Pleaſure own your Errors paſt, 
And make each Day a criticł on the laſt, 


'Tis not enou gh your Counſel ſtill be true, 
Blunt Truths more Miſchief chan nice Falſhoods dy : 
Men mult be taught as if you taught them not; 
And Things ne'er Hõn propos'd as Things forgot : 
Without Good Breeding, Truth is not approv'd, 
That only makes Superior Senſe belov'd, 


Be Niggards of Advice on no pretence 3 
For the worſt Avarice is that of Senſe ; 
With mean Complacence ne'er betray your Truſt, 
Nor be ſo Civil, as to prove Ynjuſt; 


Fear not the Anger of the Wiſe to raiſe 3 
[Thoſe belt can bear Reproof, who merit Praiſe, 


| TWERE well, might Criticks till this Free- 
| dom take ; | | 5 

But Appius reddens at each Word you ſpeak, 

And Hares, Tremendous! with a threatning Eye, 

like ſome fierce Tyrant in Old Tapeſtry! 

(Fer moſt to tax an Honourable Fool, 

[Whoſe Right it is, uncenſur d to be dull; 

Such without Wit are Poets when they pleaſe, 

As without Learning they can take Degrees. 

Leave dang'rous Truths to unſucceſsful Satyrs, 

And Flattery to fulſome Dedicators, 5 f 
Whom, when they Praiſe, the World believes no more, | 
Than when they promiſe to give Scribling oer. To 
Tis beſt ſometimes your Cenſure to reſtrain, 
And charitably let dull Fools be wain : 

Tour Silence there is better than your Spite, 

For who can rail ſo long as they can write? 

Kill humming on, their old dull Courſe they keep, 

And laſh'd fo long, like Tops, are laſh'd aſleep. 

alſe Steps but help them to renew the Race, 

is after humbling, Jades will mend their Pace, 


What Crouds of theſe, impenitently bold, 
In Sounds and jingling Syllables grown old, 
Still run on Poets in a raging Vein, | 
Ev*n to the Dregs and Squeczings of the Brain; 
Strain out the laſt dull droppings of their ſenſe, 
And Rhyme with all the Rage of Impotence. 


Such ſhameleſs Bard: we have; and yet tis true, 
There-are as mad, abandon'd Critichs too. 
* The Bookful Blockhead, ignorantly read, 


With Loads of Learned Lumber in his Head, | 


With his own Tongue till edifies his Ears, 
And always Liſt ning to Himſelf appears. | 
All Books he reads, and all he reads aſſails, 


From Dryden's Fables down to D---»y's Tales. 
With bim, moſt Authors ſteal their Works, or buy; 


Garth did not write his own Diſpenſary. 

Name a new Play, and he's the Poet's Friend, 

Nay ſhow'd his Faults---+--- but when wou'd Poe 
mend? 55 
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* Nibil bein of iis, qui paullum aliquid ultra pri 
mas litteras progreM 5 F alſam fat i ſeientis perſuaſion: 
induerunt: Nam & cedere præcipiendi peritis _ 


nantur, N velut jure quodam poteſtatis, quo fere be 
h ominum genus intumiſcit, imperioft, atque inteti 
Jevientes, Stultitiam ſuam PerGocens. . lib. 
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Such o 
bens, 


o place ſo Sacred from ſuch Fops is barr'd, 
Nor is Paul's Church more ſafe than Paul's Church , 
| yard; | 
| iy, run to Altars; chene chey'll talk you dead; 
For Fools ruſh in where Angels fear to tread, 
diltruſtſul Senſe with modeſt Caution ſpe aks, 

I: ſtill /ooks home, and ſhort Excurfions makes z | 
Bur ratling Nonſenſe in full Volies breaks ;_ | 
1 nd never ſhock'd, and never turn'd aſide, == 
Burſts out, reſiſtleſs, with a thundring Tyde! 


| But where's the Man, who Counſel 9 beſtow, 
ill pleas'd to teach, and yer not proud to know ? 
Pbiaſs' d, or by Favour, or by Spite 3 


Jor dully prepoſſeſt, or blindly Right : 

ho! Learn'd, | well · bred z and tho' well-bred, ſincere, 
odeſtly bold, and Humanly ſevere ? 

ſho to a Friend his Faults can freely ſhow, 

nd gladly praiſe the Merit of a Foe ? 

eſt with a Taſte exact, yet unconfin'd ; 

Knowledge both of Books and Humanhind $ 

rrow Converſe 3 a Soul exempt from Pride; 

nd Love to Praiſe, with Reaſon on his Side? 


Pott 
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05 Such once were Critichs, ſuch the Happy Few 3 
iÞ, | 


bens, and Rome in better Ages knew, 


Q —_— — — — ,, <>ero,  <x: Ao 


The mighty Stagyrite firſt leſt the Shore, 
Spread all bis Sails, and durſt the Deeps explore: 3 
He ſteer d ſecurely, and diſcoverd far, 

Led by the Light of the Meonian Star. 

Not only Nature did bis Laws obey, 

But Fancy*s boundleſs Empire own'd his Sway. 
Poets, a Race long unconfin'd, and free, 

Still fond, and proud of Savage Libertys 
Receiv'd his Rules, and ſtood convined 'twas fit 


Wbo conquer'd Nature, ſhou'd preſide o'er Wit, 


Horace ſtill charms with graceful Negligence, 
And without M:thod talks us into Senſe, 
Does, like a Friend, familiarly convey 
The trueſi Notions in the eaſieſt way. 


He, who Supream in Judgement, as in Witz 


Might boldly cenſure, as be boldly writ, 


Yet judg d with Coolneſs, tho? he ſung with Fire; 
His Precept, teach but what his Works inſpire. 


Our critichs take a contrary Extream, 

They judge with Fury, but they write with Fle'me ; 
Nor ſuffers Horace more in wrong Tranſlations 
By Wits, than Critichs in as wrong Quotations. 


Fancy and Art in gay Petronius pleaſe, 
The Scholars Learning, and the Courtier's Eaſe. 
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| In grave Quintilian's copious Work we find 
The juſteſt Rules, and cleareſt Method join'd ; | 
Thus uſeſul Arms in Magazines we place, 1 
rang'd in Order, and diſpos'd with Grace, | | 
or thus alone the Curious Eye to pleaſe, 

Ju: to be found, when Need requires, with Eaſe, 


he Muſes ſure Longinus did inſpire, 

14 bleſt their Critich with a Poet's Fire. 

1 ardent Judge, that Zealous in his Truſt 3 

Vih Warmth gives Sentence, yer is always Fuft ; 
noſe own Example ſtrengthens all his Laws, 

na is himſelf chat great Sublime, he draws. | 


bas long ſucceeding Criticks juſtly reign'd, 

rence repreſs'd, and w/eful Laws ordain'd ; 
urning, and Rome alike in Empire grew, 

( Arts ſtill follow d, where her Eagles flew ; 
om the ſame Foes, at lalt, both felt their Doom, 
Uthe lame Age ſaw Learning fall, and Rome . 


ch Tyranny chen Superſtition joyn'd, 
that ehe Body, this enſlav'd the Mind; 
nas Believ d, hut nothing underſtood, 


ito be dul was conſtru d to be good ? 


A ſecond Deluge Learning thus o'er- run, 
And the Monks finiſh'd what the Goths begun. Bu 


At length, Eraſmus, that great injur'd Name, 


(The Glory of the Prieſthood, and the Shame !) tC 
Stemm'd the wild Torrent of a Barb'rous Age, be 4 
And drove thoſe Holy Vandals off the Stage. —_—_ 
: t . 
But ſce! eich Muſe, in Leos Golden Days 10 K 
Starts from her Trance, and trims her wither! 
Bays! | | 
| Rome's ancient Genius, o'er it's Ruins ſpread, aa 
Shakes off che Duſt, and rears his rev'rend Head! [tho 
Then Sculpture, and her Sifter- Arts reviv e; | ho d 
Stones leap'd to Form, and Rocks began to 7 . nd be 
With ſweeter Notes cach rifing Temple rung, 1 W 
A Raphael painted, and a f Vida ſung 1, ith N 
Immortal Vida ! on whoſe honour'd Brow ) him 
The Poer's Bays, and Critick's Ivy grow x id ev 
Cremona now hall ever boaſt thy Name, ch 1a 
As next in Place to Mantua, next in Fame ! Fr 
| | 50 jul 
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. M. Hieronymus Vida, an excellent Latin Pt kc 
who writ an Art of Poetry in ſerſe. 
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But ſoon by Impious Arms from Latium chas d, 

heir ancient Bounds the baniſh'd Muſes paſt | 

hence Arts o'er all the Northern World advance; | 

but criticł Learning flouriſh'd moſt in France. | 

be Rules, 2 Nation born to ſerve „ obeys, | | 

nd Boileau ill in Right of Horace r P/ 9. | 

t we, brave Britains, Foreign Laws deſpis'd, 

nd kept unconquer d, and unciviliz'd, | 

erce for the Liberties of Wit, and bold, 

ſe ſtill defy'd the Romans, as of Old, | 

r ſome there were, among the ſounder Few 

[thoſe who leſs preſum'd, and better knew, : 

bo durſt aſſert the juſter Antient Cauſe, 

nd here reſtor d Wits Fundamental Laws, 

ch was Roſcomon - not more /carn'd than good, 

th Manners gewrous as his Noble Blood; 

him the Wit of Greece, and Rome was know; 

id ev'ry Author's Merit, but his own. 

> late was Walſh,-------- the Muſes Judge and 
Friend, — Fs = 

10 juſtly knew to blame, or to commend 3 

 Failings mild, but zealous for Deſert 

t cleareſt Head, and the ſincereſt Heart. 


ther 


1 P 


TE 


Not free from Faults, nor yet too vain to mend. | 


2 


— a 


This humble Praiſe, lamented Shade! receive, 
This Praiſe at leaſt a grateful Muſe may give, 


The Muſe, whoſe early Voice you taught to Sing, f 


Preſcrib'd her Heights, and prun'd her tender Wing, 

(Her Guide now loſt) no more attempts to riſe, 

But in low Numbers ſhort Excurſions tries: 

Content, if hence the Unlearn'd. their Wan m 
view, 


The Learn'd reflect on 660 before they knew 3 


Careleſs of cenſure, not too fond of Fame, 


Sill pleas eo praiſe, yet not afraid to blame, 


Averſe alike to Flatter, or Offend, D 
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To His GRACE the 
UK E of MARLBOROUGH, 


hile Emperors to You commit their Cauſe, 

d ANNA's Praiſes crown the vaſt Applauſe, 

ccept, Great Leader, what the Muſe indites, 

lat in ambitious Verſe records Your Fights, 

ird, and tranſported with a Theme ſo new: 

o Thouſand Wonders op'ning to my View 

ine forth at once, Sieges, and Storms appear, 

d Wars, and Conqueſts fill th Important Year, 
a __ Rivers 


Hile Crouds of Princes Your Deſerts Proclaim; | 
Proud in their Number to enroll Your Name; 


| 
11 

i . 
' 
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Rivers of Blood I tee, and Hills of Slain, 


An Iliad riſing cut of One Campaign. 5 
N 2 | at. 

And f 

The Haughty Gaul beheld, with tow! "ring Pride, | by | 


His. ancient Bounds enlarg'd on ev'ry Side, 

Pirene's lofty Barriers were ſubdu'd, 

And in the midſt of his wide Empire ſtood; 
Auſonia's States, the ViRor to reſtrain, 

Oppos'd their Appenines, and Alpes in vain; 

Nor found themſclves, with ſtrength of Rocks immur'4, 
Behind their Everlaſting Hills ſecur'd ; 

T be rifing Danube its long ace begin. N 

And half its Courſe through the new Conqueſts ran; 
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Amaz'd, and anxious for her Sov'raign's Fates, | | 


Germania trembled through a Hundred States; 


Great Leopold himſelf was ſeis'd with Fear, £0? 
He gaz'd around, but ſaw no Succour near, "I 
He gaz d, and half abandon'd to Deſpair 2 * 
His Hopes on Heav'n, and Confidence in Pray'r, _ : 
| | | | | Retar 

To BRITAIN'S QUEEN the Nations turn their Eyes, I Delig! 
On Her Reſolves the Weſtern World relies, In dit 
Confiding ſtill, amid its dire Alarms, But no 


In ANNA 5. Conncils, and! in GHURCHILL's Arms: Wit 


Thrice 


8 


ice 


„beligbtſul Stream, had Nature bid her fall 


brice Happy BRITAIN, from the Kingdoms rent, 
ro fir the Guardian of the Continent ! 

hat ſees her Braveſt Son advanc'd ſo high, 

And flouriſhing ſo near her Prince's Eye; 

| Thy Fav'rites grow not up by Fortune's ſport, 
Or from the Crimes, or Follies of a Court 3 ; 

on the firm Baſis of Deſert they riſe, 
From long try'd Faith, and Friendſhip's Holy Ties; 8 
Their Sov'raign's well-diſtinguiſh'd Smiles they ſhare, 
ner Ornaments in Peace, her Strength in War, 
he Nation thanks them with a Publick Voice, 
By Show' rs of Bleſſings Heav'n approves their Choice; 
[Envy it ſelf is dumb, in Wonder loſt, 

And Factions ſtrive who [hall ! 'em moſt. 


Soon as ſoft Vernal Breezes warm the sky, 
Britania's Colours in the Zephyrs fly, 
Her Chief already has his March begun, 
Croſſing the Provinces Himſelf had won, 
'Till the Moſelle appearing from afar 
Retards the Progreſs of the Moving War : 


In diſtant Climes, far from the perjur'd Gaul 3 
ut now a Purchaſe to the Sword ſhe lyes, 
Her Harveſts ſor uncertain Owners riſe, 


K z Eich IN 


Each Vineyard doubtful of its Maſter grows, 
And to the ViRor's Bowl each Vintage flows 2 
The diſcontented Shades of ſlaughter'd Hoſts 
That wander'd on ber Banks; her Heroes Ghoſts 


Hop'd, when they ſaw Britannia's Arms appear, 


The Vengeance due to their great Deaths was near, 


Our God like Leader, cer the Stream he paſt, 
The mighty Scheme of all his Labours caſt, 
Forming the Won&rous Year within his Thought; 
His Boſom glow'd with Bat: les yer unfought : 

The long laborious March be firſt ſurveys, 

And joins the diſtant Danube to the Macſe, 
Between whoſe Floods ſuch parhleſs Foreſts grow, 
such Mountains riſe, ſo many Rivers flow? 
The Toil looks lovely in the Heroes Eyes, 

And Danger ſerves but to enhance the Prize. 


Big with the Fate of Europe he renews 
His dreadful Courſe, and the proud Foe purſues : 1 


| Amick the ſultry Gales his Temples beat, 
| "Inf: Red by the burning Scorpion's Heat, 


Till on the Borders of the Maine be finds 
Defenſive Shadows, and refreſhing Winds; 
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u Britiſh Youth, with in- born Freedom bold, 
mumber'd Scenes of Servitude behold, 
xions of Slaves, with Tyranny debas'd, 

heir Maker's Image more than half defac'd + | 
Jourly inſtructed, as they urge their Toll, 
oprize their QUEEN, and love their Native Soil, 


ill to the riſing Sun they take their Way 

tough Clouds of Duſt, and gain upon the Day. 
nen now the Nechar on its friendly Coaſt 

ih cooling Streams revives the fainting Hoſt; 
ba: chearfully its Labours paſs'd forgets, 

be Midnight Watches, and the Noon-day Heats. | 


| Oer proſtrate Towns, and Palaces they paſs, 
ow cover'd o'er with Weeds, and hid in Graſs) 
athing Revenge; whilſt Anger, and Dildain 

re ev'ry Breaſt, and boil in ev'ry Vein: | 
tre ſhatter? d Walls, like broken Rocks, from fav 
it up in hideous Views, the Guile of War, 
bilſt here the Vine o'er Hills of Ruin climbs, 
cuſtrious to conceal great Bowrbon's Crimes, 


A: length the Fame of England's Heroe drew 
genio tothe glorious Interview; 


Great Souls by Inſtinct to each ot ber turn, 
Demand Alliance, and in Friendſhip burn 3 

A ſudden Friendſhip, while with ſtrerch'd-our Rays 
They meet each other, mingling Blaze with Blaze, 
Poliſh'd in Courts, and harden'd in the Field, 
Renown'd for Conqueſt, and in Council sxill'd, 
Their Courage dwells not in atroubPd Flood 

Of mounting Spirits, and fermenting Blood; 
Lodg'd in the Soul, with Virtue over-ruld, 

Inflam'd by Reaſon, and by Reaſon cool'd, 
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In Honrs of Peace content to be unknown, | ” 

And only in the Field of Battel ſhown : e 

To Souls like theſe, in mutual Friendſhip join d, Ma 
Heav'n dares entruſt the Cauſe of Humankind, 

rn a The 

Britannia's graceful Sons appear in Arms, d fain 


Her Harras'd Troops the Heroe's Preſence warms, 'ning 
Whilſt the high Hills, and Rivers all around 
With chund' ring Peals of Britiſh Shouts reſound : 
Doubling their Speed they March wich freſh Deliglt 
Eager for Glory, and require the Fight, 
So the ſtanch Hound the trembling Deer purſues, 


ere ne 


dick ni 
ge cloſ 
vain t 


| ch Tr: 

And ſmells his Footſteps in the tainted Dews, pref 

The tedious Track unrav'ling by degrees: toug h 
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But when the Scent comes warm in ev'ry Breeze, 


g 


dat the near Approach, he ſhoots away” 
n his full Stretch, and bears upon his Prey. 


The March concludes, the various Realms are paſt, 
Immortal Schellenberg appears at laſt: | 
ke Hills th* aſpiring Ramparts riſe on high, 

ike Vallies at their Peet the Trenches lye, 

r ries on Batt'ries guard each fatal Paſs, 

hrear'aing Deſtruction; Rows of hollow Braſs, 

ube behind Tube, the dreadful Entrance keep, 

hilſt in the ir Wombs Ten Thouſand Thunders ſleep? 
ext Chrohill owns, charm'd with the glorious fight 

5 March o'er paid by ſuch a promis'd Fight. 


The Weſtern Sun now ſhot a feeble Ry, 
d faintly ſcatter'd the Remains of Day, 
"ning approach'd, but oh what Hoſts of Foes 
re never to behold that Ev'ning cloſe! 


ick'ning their Ranks, and wedg d in firm Array, 

e cloſe compacted Britons win their Way; 

vain the Cannon their throng'd War defac't 

tb Tracks of Death, and laid che Battel waſte, 
l preſſiag forward to the Fight, they broke 

rough Flames of Sulphur, and a Night of Smoke, 
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Till ſlaughter'd Legions fill the Trench below; 
And bear their fierce Avengers to the Foe. 


High on the Works the mingling Hoſts engage, 


The Battel kindled into Tenfold Rage 


With Show'rs of Bullets and with Storms of Fire 


Burns in full Fury, Heaps on Heaps expire, 


| Whole Nations trampPd into Dirt, and bruisd, 


In one promiſcuous Carnage lye confus'd, 


How many gen'rous Britons meet their Doom, 
New to the Field, and Heroes in the Bloom! | 


Th Illuſtrious Youths, that left their Native Shore 


To March where Britoas never march'd before, 
(O Fatal Love of Fame O Glorious Heat 
Only Deſtructive to the Brave, and Great!) 
After ſuch Toils O ercome, ſuch Dangers paſt, 
Stretch'd on Bavarian Ramparts breath their laſt: 
But hold, my Muſe, may no Complaints appear, 
Nor blot the Day with an ungrateful Tear: 


© While Marlbrs lives, Britannia's Stars diſpenſe 


A friendly Light, and ſhine in Innocence. 
Plunging thro? Seas of Blood his fiery Steed 
Where e er his Friends retire; or Foes ſucceed; 
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hoſe he ſupports, theſe drives to ſudden Flight, 
14 turns the various Fortune of the Fight, 


forbear, Great Man, Renown'd in Arms, forbear 
o brave the thickeſt Terrors of the War, 
or hazard thus, conſus d in Crouds of Foes, 
yitannia's Safety, and the World's Repoſe 3 

t Nations anxious for thy Life abate | 

lis Scorn of Danger, and Contempt of Fate: 


onqueſt, and Peace from thy Victorious Hands; 
lingdoms, and Empires in thy Fortune join, 
nd Europe's Deſtiny depends on Thine. 


ar length the long-diſputed Paſs they gain, 
yy crouded Armies fortify'd in vain ; 
he War breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield, 
nd ſee their Camp with Britiſh Legions fill'd, 
So Belgian Mounds bear on their ſhatter'd Sides 


Bur if the ruſhing Wave a Paſſage finds, 
Enrag'd by watry Moons, and warring Winds, 
The trembling Peaſant ſees his Country round 

Cover d with Tempeſts, and in Oceans drown'd. 


hou liv'ſt not for thy {elf 3 thy QUEEN demands 


The Seas whole weight, encreas'd with ſwelling Tides s 
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The few ſurviving Foes diſperſt in Flight, 
(Refuſe of Swords, and Gleanings of a Fight) 
In ev'ry ruſtling Wind the Victor bear, 
And Marlbro's Form in ew ry Sbadow fearg 
Till the dark Cope of Night wich kind Embrace 
_ Befriends the Rout, and covers their Diſgrace; 


To Donnawert, with unrefiſted Force, 

The gay Victoricus Army bends its Coutſe; 

The Growth of Meadows, and the Pride of Fields, 
Whatever Spoils Bawaria's Summer yields, | 
(The Danube's great Increaſe) Britannia ſhares, 
The Food of Armies, and Support of Wars: 
With Magazines of Death, deſtruRive Balls, 


The Victor finds each hidden Cavern ſtor'd, 
And turns their Fury on their Guilty Lord, 


Deluded Prince | how is thy Greatneſs eroſt, 
And all the gaudy Dream of Empire loſt, 

Thar proudly ſet thee on a fancy'd Throne, 

And mide Imaginary Realms thy own ! 
Thy Troops, that now behind the Danube join, 
Shall ſhortly ſeck for Shelter frem the Rhine, 


And Cannons doom d to batter Landau's Walls, ; 
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or find it there 2 Surrounded with Alarms, 
hou hop'ſt th Aſſiſtance of the Gallic Arms; 

Che Gallic Arms in Safety ſhall advance, 

ind croud thy Standards with the Pow'r of Fance; 
vhile ro conſole thy Doom, th aſpiring Gaul 

bares thy Deſtruction, and adorns thy Fall. 


Unbounded Courage and Compaſſion join's, 
Temp'ring each other in the Victor's Mind, 
Irernately proclaim him Good, and Great, 

Ind make the Heroe, and the Man compleat. 
ong did he ſtrive th' obdurate Foe to gain 

Jy .proffer*d Grace, but long he ſtrove in vain, - 
ill fir'd at length he thinks it vain to ſpare 
His riſing Wrath, and gives a Looſe to War. 
Vengeance rous d the Soldier fills his Hand 
Vith Sword, and Fire, and ravages the Land, 

| Thouſand Villages to Aſhes turns, 

n crackling Flames a Thouſand Harveſts burns, 

o the thick Woods the woolly Flocks retreat, 
Ind mixt with bellowing Herds confus dly bleat; 
heir trembling Lords the common Shade partake, 
nd Cries of - Infants ſound in ev'ry Brake: 


55 


Whe liſt'ning Soldier fixt in Sorrow ſands; 
och to Obey his Leader's juſt Commands; 
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Confed' rate Drums in fuller Confort bear; 


Unfurl their gilded Lillies in the Wind, 
The daring Prince his blaſted Hopes renews; 


Eis Heart dilates, and glories in his Strength, 


That the griev'd World had long deſir'd in vain: 
States that their New Captivity bemoan'd, 
Armies of Martyrs that in Exile groan'd, 


And Prayers in Bitterneſs of Soul preferr'd ; 
Europe's loud Cries, that Providence aſſail'd, 
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The Leader grieves, by gen rous Pity ſway'd, 
Jo ſee his juſt Commands fo well obey d. 


nut now the Trumpet terrible from far | 
In ſhriller Clangors animates the War, 


And eccb ing Hills the loud Alarm repeat: 
Gallia's proud Standards, to Bavaria's join'd; 


And while the thick embattled Hoſt he views 
Stretcht out in deep Arra y, and dreadful Length, 


The fatal Day its mighty Courſe began, 


But 
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Sigbs from the Depth of gloomy Dungeons heard, 


And ANNA's Ardent Vows at length prevail. 
The Day was come when Heav'n defign'd to ſhow 
His Care, and Conduct of the World below. 


Pep 


Rehold in awful March, and dread Array, 

be long Extended Squadrons ſhape their Way! 
death, in approaching terrible, imparts 

nanxious Horror to the Braveſt Hearts; 

et do their beating Breaſts demand the Strike, 
and Thirſt of Glory quells the Love of Life; 

be Britiſh Souls low Images difclaim, 

he Heat of Vengeance, and Deſire of fame 

er- look the For, Advantage, by his Poſt, 
Jollen his Numbers, and Contract his Hoſt : 

bo Fens and Floods poſſeſt the middle S pacc, 

bat unprovok'd they would have fear'd to paſs; 
or Fens, nor Floods can ſtop Britannia's Bands, 
hen Her proud Foe rang'd on their Borders ſtands. 


But O, my Maſe, what Numbers wilt thou find 
To fing the furious Troops in Battel join'd ! = 
Metbinks I hear the Drum's tumulcuous Sound, 

The ViRor's Shouts, and Dying Groans confound, 

he dreadful Burſt of Cannon rend the Skies, 

\nd all the Thunder of the Battle riſe. 

Is then Great Marlbro's mighty. Soul was prov'd, 
bar, in the Shock of Charging Hoſts unmov d, 
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| Amidſt Confuſion ion, 12 and Deſpair, 
Examin'd all the Dreadful Scenes of War; 
In peaceful Thought, the Field of Death furvey's 
To fainting Squadrons ſent the timely Aid, 
Inſpir'd repuls'd Battalions to engage, 
And taught the doubtful Battel where to rage I 
So when an Angel, by Divine Command,. 
Wich riſing Tempeſts ſhakes a guilty Land, 
Such as of late oer pale Britannia paſt, 
Calm, and Serene he drives the furious Blaſt ; 
And pleas'd th'Almighty's Orders to perform, 
if Rides in the Whirl-wind, and directs the Storm. 
5 | 


But ſee the baughty Houſhold-Troops ad vance ! 


The Dread of Europe, and the Pride of France, 
The War's whole Art each private Soldier knows, 
And with a Gen'cal's Love of Conqueſt glows ; 
Proudly He Marches on, and void of Fear, 
Laughs at the ſhaking of the Britiſh Spear: | 
Vain Inſolence ! with Native Freedom brave, 
be meaneſt Briton ſcorns the higheſt Slave : 

il Contempt, and Fury fire their Souls by turns, 


| - Pach Nation's Glory in each Warrior burns 3 


fl Each fights, as in his Arm th' important Day, 
[. And all the Fate of his great Monarch 1 12 
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Thouſand glorious Actions, that might claim 
tiumphant Laurgls, and Immortal fame, 
onfus?d in Crouds of glorious Actions lye, 

ud Trodps of Heroes undiſtinguiſh'd die. 

) Dormer | how can I behold thy Fate, 

nd not the Wonders of thy Youth relate! 

ow can I ſee the Gay, the Brave, the Young, 
ill in the Cloud of War, and lye unſung ! 
Joys of Conqueſt he reſigns his Breath, 

nd, filbd with England's Glory, ſmiles in Death, 


The Rout begins, the Gallic Squadrons run, - 
And ruſh in Crouds to meet the Fate they ſhun'g 
Thouſands of fiery Steeds with Wounds transfix'd, 
Floating in Gore, with their drown'd Maſters mixt; 
liaſt Heaps of broken Spears, and Standards lye, 
nd in the Danube's bloody Whirl-pools die, 

roops of bold Youths, born on the diſtant Sogn, 

dr ſounding Borders of the Rapid Rhone z 

Dr where the Sein her flow'ry Fields divides, 
dr where the Loire through winding Vineyards glides 3 . 
2 Heaps the Rolling Billows ſweep away, | 
nd into Scythian Seas their bloated Corps convey. 
tom Bleinbeim's Tow*rs the Gaul, with wild Affrig he, 


zebolds the various Havock of the Fight; 
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Tus waving Banners, that ſo oft had ſtood 

Planted in Fields ol Death, and Streams of Blood, 
o us'd the guarded Enemy to reach, 

And riſe Triumphant in the Fatal Breach, 


| Or pierce the broken Foe's remoteſt Lines, 


The bardy Veteran with Tears reſigns, - 


Unfortunate Tallard ! Oh who can name 
The Pangs of Rage, of Sorrow, and of Shame, | 
That with mixt Tumult in thy Boſom ſwell'd ! 
Wben firſt thou ſaw'ſt thy Braveſt Troops repell'd, 
Thine Only Son pierc'd with a Deadly Wound, 


Choak'd in his Blood, and gaſping on the Ground, 


Thy ſelf in Bondage by the Victor kept! 

1 Due Chief, the Father, and the Captive wept, 
An Engliſh Muſe is touch'd with gen'rous Woe, 
And in th* unbappy Man forgets the Foe. 
Sreatly Diſtreſt | tby loud Complaints forbear, 
Elame not the Turns of Fate, and Chance of War; 
Give thy Brave Foes their Due, ro: bluſh to own, 
| The fata! Field by ſuch great Leaders won, 

The Field whence fam'd Eugenio bore away | 
Only the Second Honours of the Day. 


With Floods of Gore, that from the Vanquiſht felt 


Che Marſhes ſtagnate, and the Rivers ſwell, 


{ountains of Slain lye heap*d upon the Ground, 

or 'midft the Roarings of the Danube drown'd 3 * 
Captive Hoſt the Conqueror detains 

n painful Bondage, and inglorious Chains . 
v'nthoſe who *ſcape the Fetters, and the Sword, 
or ſeck the Fortunes of a happier Lord, 

Their raging King diſhonours, to compleat 
arlbro's Great Work, and finiſh the Defeat. 


*romMemmingben's high Domes, and Awburgh*sWalls, 


de diſtant Battel drives th' inſulting Gauls 


ree'd by the Terror of the Victor's Name, 


[ne reſcu'd States his great Protection claim: 


hilſt Ulme th? Apcroich of her Deliv'rer waits, 
and longs to open her obſequious Gates. 


The Heroes Breaſt Rill ſwells with great De ſigns, 


n&v'ry Thought the tow'ring Genius ſhines: 
o the Foe his dreadful Courſe he bends, * 
er the wide Continent his March extends 3 


Camps are aſſaulted, and an Army Rorm'd-: 
| If to the Fight his active Soul is bent, | 


| While Exch contracts its Bounds, or wider grows, 


That all the wide extended Plain commands; 


If Sieges in his lab'ring Thoughts are form'd, 


Wl The Fate of Europe turns on its Event, 3 
| 3 What diſtant Land, what Region can afford : earn: 
An Action worthy his Victorious Sword ? ur ſoc 

Where will he next the flying Gaul defeat, rom | 


To make the Series of his Toils compleat ? ch d 
L Vain 
heir {] 
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Where the ſwoln Rhine ruſhing with all its Force 
Divides the Hoſtile Nations in its Courſe, | 


Enlarg'd, or ſtraiten'd as the River flows, Ur be 
On Gallia's Side a mighty Bulwark lands; 
Auſtri 
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Twice, ſince the War was kindled, has it try'd 
The ViRor's Rage, and twice has chang'd it's Side; 
As oft whole Armies, with the Prize o'erjoy'd, 


| ut int 
Have the long Summer on its Walls employ' d. ns fi 
Hither our mighty Chief his Arms directs, 53 
Hence future Triumphs from the War expects: | 
| . | ue Tid 

And, tho' the Dog-ſtar had. its Courſe begun, 4 
Carries his Arms ſtill nearer to the Sun: Pd it 
Fixt on the gloricus Action, be forgets. "ere 
lee ſuc 


The Change of Scaſons, and Increaſe of Heats : - 


0 Toils are painful that can Danger ſhow, 
o Climes unlovely that contain a Foe, 


The roving Gaul, to bis own Bounds reſtrair'd, 
arns to Encamp within his Native Land 3 

it ſoon as the Victorious Hoſt he ſpies, 

tom Hill co Hill, from Stream to Stream he flies 
ch dire Impreſſions in bis Heart remain 1 
Marlbro's Sword, and Hoch/iet's fatal Plain; 
vain Britannia's mighty Cnief beſets 

zeit ad y Coverts, and obſcure Retreats ; 


cen 


bey ly che Conqueror's approacaing Fame, 
xr bears the Force of Armies in his Name. 


4uftria's Young Monarch, whole Imperial Sway 
pers, and Thrones are deſtin'd to obey, 

hole boaſted Anceltry ſo high extend s, 

ic in the Pagan Gods his Lineage ends, 

mes from afar, in Gratitude to own 

e great Supporter of his Father's Tarone: 
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xt Cides ot Glory to his Boſom ran, 

ſpd in th* Embraces of the God-like Man ? 
7 were is Eyes wich pleaſing Woader fixt, 
ſee ſuch Fire wich ſo much Sweeraeſs mixt, 


Such eaſie Greatneſs, ſuch a graceful Port, | 
So turn'd, and finiſh'd for the Camp, or Court! 


Achilles thus was form'd with ev'ry Grace, 
And Nireus ſhone but in the ſecond Place; 
Thus the great Father of Almighty Rome 
(His Features fluſht with an Immortal Bloom, 
That Cythered's fragrant Breath beſtow'd ) 

In all the Charms of his bright Mother glow d. 


The Royal Youth by Marlbro's Preſence charm'd, 
Taught by his Counſels, by his Actions warm'd, 
On Landau with redoubl'd Fury falls, 5 
Diſchar ges all his Thunder on its Walls, 
O'er Mines, and Caves of Death provokes the Fight, 
And learns to Conquer in the Hero's fight, | 


' The Britiſh Chief, for mighty Toils renown'd, 
Increas d in Titles, and with Conqueſts crown'd, 
To Belgian Coaſts his tedious March renews, 

And the long Windings of the Rhine purſues, 
Clearing irs Borders from Uſurping Foes, 


And bleſt by reſcu d Nations as he goes. 
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Treves fears no more, freed from its dire Alarms, 
And Traerbach feels the Terror of his Arms, | 
Seated on Rocks her proud Foundations ſhake, 1 
While Marlbro? preſſes to the dire Attack, 
Plants all his Batt'ries, bids his Cannon roar, 
And ſhows how Landau might have fall'n before. | 
Scar'd at his near Approach, Great Louis fears _ | 
Vengeance reſerv'd for his declining Years, — 
Forgers bis Thirſt of Univerſal Sway, il 
nd ſcarce can teach his Subjeas to Obey 3 | 
His Arms he finds on vain Attempts employ'd, | 
„ A Ambitious Projects of his Race deſtroy'd, 1 
be Work of Ages ſunk in One Campaign, 
ind Lives of Millions Sacrific'd in vais. | i 


irs I Such are tb Effets of ANNA's Royal Cares: | 
Pruner, Britiannia, great in Foreign Wars, | 
unges through Nations, whereſoe er disjoin'd, 


Vithout the wonted Aid of Sea, and Wind» 1 4 
; Her th unfetter'd Ner*s States are free, 1 
1d taſte the Sweets of Engliſh Liberty. f | 
it who can tell the Joys of thoſe, that lye N 
iekin the conſtant Influence of Her Eye, i] 


bil in diffuſive Show'rs Her Bounties fall, 
ike Heav'ns Indulgence, and deſcend on All, 
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Fiction may deck the Tr th with ſpurious Rays, 
And round the Heroe caſt a borrow'd Blaze. 


Secura the Happy, ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 
Make ev'ry Subject Glad, and a whole People Bleſt. 


Thus would I fain Britannia's Wars rehearſe, 
In the ſmooth Records of a faithful Verſe ; - 
That, if ſuch Numbers can o'er Time prevail, 
May tell Poſterity the wond'rous Tale. | 
When ARions, unadorn'd ate faint, and weak, 
Cities, and Countries muſt be taught to ſpeak 5 
Gods may deſcend in Factions from the Skies, 
And Rivers from their Oozy Beds arife ; 


Marlbro's Exploits appear divinely bright, 

And proudly ſhine in their own Native Light; 
Rais d of themſelves, their genuin Charms they boaſt, 
And thoſe, who Paint em trueſt, Praiſe em moſt, 
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COOPERSHILI, 


Ure chere are Poets which did never dream 
* Upon Parnaſſus, nor did taſte the Stream 
dt Helicon; we therefore may ſuppoſe 

boſe made not Poets, but the Poet thoſe, ä 
und as Courts make not Kings, bur Kings the Court, 


: here the Muſes and their Train reſort, 
arnaſſus ſtands 3 if I can be to thee 

poet, thou Parnaſſus art to me. 

or wonder, if (advantag'd in my flight, 

jr taking Wing from thy auſpicious height) 

in unt rac'd ways, and aëry paths I flye, 

ore boundleſs in my Fancy, than my eye: 

eye, which ſwift as thought contracts the ſpace 
hat lyes between, and firſt ſalutes the place | 
rown'd with that ſacred Pile, ſo vaſt, fo high, | 
hut whether it's a part of Earth, or Sky, 

ncertain ſeems, and may be thought a proud 
piring Mountain, or deſcending Cloud: 

as the late Theme of ſuch a Muſe whoſe Aight 

is bravely. reach'd, and lasen above r height ; - 


*Mr, Waller, S 
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{l 4 Now ſhalt thou ſtand, tho? Sword, or Time, or Fire, 
| Or Zeal, more fierce than they, thy fall conſpire, 
Secure, whilſt thee the beſt of Poets fi ings, 
Preſerv'd from ruine by the beſt of Kings. ro be 
Under his proud ſurvey the City lies, 
And like a miſt beneath a Hill doth riſe ; But 4 
Whoſe ate, and wealth, the bus neſs, and the Crowd, 
Seems a: this diftance but a darker Cloud: | 
And is to him, who rightly things eſteems, lark' 
No other, in eff. &, than what it ſeems; Jiny 
Where, with like haſte, tho? ſev'ral ways they run, _ 
Some to undo, and ſome to be undone; 
White Luxury, and Wealth, like War, and Peace, 
Are each the others ruin, and increaſe, 
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As Rivers Loſt in Seas ſome ſecret Vein 8 
Thence re- conveys, there to be loſt again. . 
O happineſs of ſweet retir'd content, * 
To be at once ſecure, and innocent! CL 
* Windſor the next (where Mars, with Venus Tells: "IR 
Beaury with Strength) above the Vally [wells * Windſor nes t 
Into my eye, and do h it ſelf preſent | vherh 
With ſuch an eaſie, and unforc'd aſcent, ie E. 
That no ſtupendious precipice denies Tho? « 
Acr*(s, no Eorror turns away our eyes: | Than-w 
Bur ſuch a Riſe as doth at once invite e bi 


A pleaſure, and a rev'rence from the fight. | As chi! 


ruy mighty Maſter's Emblem, in whoſe face 
zue Meekneſs, heightned with Majeſtick Grace; 3 | 

uch ſeems the gentle Height, made only proud 

ſo be the Baſis of that pompous load, 

Thin which, a nobler weight no Mountain bears; + 
Atlas only, that ſupports the Spheres. = | 
d Iren Nature's hand this ground did thus advance, 

r guided by a wiſer pow'r than Chance; 1 
{ark'd out for ſuch a uſe, as if *twere meant 

invite the Builder, and his choice prevent. 

or can we call it choice, when what we chuſe, 

ally, or Blindneſs, only could refuſe. 

\ Crown of ſuch Majeſtick Tow'rs doth grace 

The God's great Mother, when her heav'nly race 

do bomage ro her, yet ſhe cannot boaſt | 

imongſt that num'rous, and Celeſtial Hoſt, 

fore Heroes than can Windſor, nor doth Fame's 
amortal Book record more noble Names, 

Not to look back ſo far, to whom this Iſle 

Owes the firſt Glory of ſo brave a Pile, 

ybether to Ceſar, Albanaft, or Brute, 

be Britiſh Arthur, or the Daniſh Rute; 
Tho' this of old no leſs conteſt did move, 

Than when for Homer's Birth ſev'n Cities ſtrove © * 1 
ke him in Birth, thou ſhould'ſt be like in Fame, 

25 thine bis Fate, If mine had been his Flame) | 


Th F; Bur 


or 


But wholoc'er it was, Nature deſign dd 
Firſt a brave place, and then as brave a mind. 
Not to recount thoſe ſev*ral Kings, to whom 

Te gave a Cradle, or to whom a Tomb, 

But thee (great * Edward) and thy greater Son, 
CThe Lillies, which his Father wore, he won) 
And thy f Bellona, who the Conſort came 
Not only to thy Bed, but to thy Fame: 

II She to thy Triumph led one Captive Kings, 
And brought that Son, which did the ſecond bring, 


Then didſt thou found that order, (whether love, 


Or Victory thy Royal thoughts did move) 
Each was a Noble Cauſe, and nothing leſs 

Than the deſign, has been the great ſucceſs: 
Which Foreign Kings, and Emperors eſteem 
The ſecond honour to their Diadem. - 
Had thy great Deſtiny but giv'n the skill, 

Ta know, as well as pow'r to act her will, 
That from thoſe Kings, who then thy Captives were, 
& In afrer-time ſhould ſpring a Royal Pair, 

| Who ſhould poſſeſs all that tby migbry pow'r, 
| Or thy defires, more mighty, did devour ; 
To whom tbeir better Fate reſerves what cer 
The Victor hopes for, or the Vanquiſh'd fear; 


* 


| 


| 


„ „ 


Philipa, || The Kings of France and Scotland. 


Edward the Third, and the Black Prince + Queen 
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Thar 12 which thou, and thy Great Grandfire ed 
And all that fince theſe Siſter Nations bled, 

Had been unſpilt, had happy Edward Known 

That all the Blood he ſpilt, had been his own. 
When he that Patron choſe, in whom are joyn'd 
Soldier, and Marcyr, and his Arms confin'd 

Within the azure Circle, he did ſeem 

but to foretel, and propheſie of him, 

bo to his Realms that Azure round hath joyn'd, 
Which Nature for their.Bound at firſt deſign'd. 
8 Bound, which to the World's extreameſt ends, 


Endleſs it ſelf, it's liquid arms extends; 
Not doth he need thoſe Emblems which we paint, 
& himſelf the Soldier, and the Saint. 
Here ſhould my wonder dwell, and here my praiſe, 
Bu my fixt thoughts my wandring eye betrays, 
iewing a Neighb'ring Hill, whoſe top of late 
| Chapel crown'd, till in the common Fate, 
be adjoyning Abbey fell; (may no ſuch ſtorm. 
Fill on our Times, where ruin muſt reform.) 
rell me (my Mule) what monſtrous, dire offence; 
har crime could any Chriſtian King incenſe 
ro ſuch a_rage? Was Luxury, or Luſt? 
Vas he ſo temperate, ſo chaſte, ſo juſt? 
ere theſe their crimes ? they were his own much more? 
en pt Wealth is crime enough to him that's poor, 
if | 5 „ Who 
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Of Sacriledge, muſt bear Devotion's Name. 
No crime ſo bold, but would be underſtood 
A real, or ar leaſt a ſceming good, 


' Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the Name; 
And, free from Conſcience, is a Slave to Fame, 
Thus he the Church at once protects, and ſpoils ; 


But Princes Swords are ſharper than their ſtiles. 


And thus to th Ages paſt be makes amends, 


Their Charity deſtroys, their Faith defends. 
Then did Religion in a lazy Cell, _ 
In empty, aëry Contemplations dwell 5 _ 


And like the Block, unmoved lay: but our's, 


As much to active, like the Stork devours. | 
Is there no temp'rate Region can be Known, 


Betwixt their Frigid, and our Torrid Zone? 
Could we not wake from that Lethargick Dream, * 


But to be reſtleſs in a worſe Extream 2. 
And for that Lethargy was there no Cure; 
But to be caſt into a Calenture ? 


Can knowledge have no bound, but muft advance 


And rather inthe dark to grope our way, 
Than, led by a falſe Guide, to err by day? 


Who having ſpent the Treaſures of his Crown, 
| Condemns their Luxury to feed his own, 
And yet this Act, to varniſh o'er the ſhame 
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Who ſees theſe diſmal Heaps, but would demand, 
What barbarous Invader ſackd the Land? 
Bur when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 
This defolation, but a Chriſtian King; | 
| When nothing, but the Name of Zeal, appears 
'Twix: our beſt actions, and the worſt of their's, 
What does he think our Sacriledge wouid ſpare, 
When ſuch th' effects of our Devotion are? 
Parting from thence *cwixt anger, ſhame, and fear, 
Thoſe for what's paſt, and this for what's too near : 
My eye deſcending from the Hill, ſurveys | 
Where Thames amongſt the wanton Vallies ſtrays. 
Thames, che moſt lov'd of all che Ocean's Sons, Thames 
py his old Sire, to his embraces runs, 
| Haſting to pay his tribute to the Sea, 
ike mortal life to meet Eternity. | 

Tho" with thoſe ſtreams he no reſemblance hold, 
Vhoſe foam is Amber, and their Gravel Gold; 
is genuine, and leis guilty wealth t'explore, 
urch not his bottom, but ſurvey his ſhore 3 


Yer which he Kindly ſpreads his ſpacious wing: 

nd hatches plenty for th' enſuing Spring. 

or then deſtroys it with too fond a ſtay, 

Pike Mothers, which their infants overlay : 

or wich a ſudden, and impetuous wave, 

tke profuſe Kings, reſumes the wealth he gave 3 
| 4 | Ne 
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So that to us no thing, no place is ſtrange, 


O could I flow like thee, and make thy ſtream 


| bo 
No unexpected inundations ſpoil wh 
The Mower's hopes, nor mock the plowman's toyl! 1 viel 


But Godlike his unwearied Bounty flows; 3 


Firſt loves to do, than loves the Good be dots zuch 5 
Nor are his Bleſſings to his banks confin d, 
: | orm, 
But free, and commcn, as the Sea, or Wind g . kile 
When he to boaſt, or to diſperſe his ſtores, 1 11 ch. 
Full of the tributes of his grateful ſhores, | Vhile 
Whi 


Viſits the World, and in his flying tow'rs "BP 
Brirgs home to us, and makes both Indies ours "OY 
Finds wealth where 'tis, beſtows it where it wants, 


1 3 onde 
Cities in deſerts, Woods in Cities plants. 
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While his fair boſom is the World's exchange. 


My great example, as it is my theme ! 

Tho? deep, yet clear, tho' gentle, yer not dull, 
Strong without rage, without o'er flowing full, 
Heav'n her Eridanus no more {hall boaſt, | 
Whoſe Fame's in thine, like leſſer Currents, loft ; 

Thy Nobler ſtreams ſhall viſit Fove's abodes, 

To ſhine amongſt the Stars, and bath the Gods, 

Here Nature, whether more intent to pleaſe The For 1 
Us, or her ſelf, with ſtrange verieties, 

(For things of wonder give no leſs delight 


ow at | 
zetween 
bich 8. 


To the wiſe Maker's, than Beholder's fight , ble t] 


Idle the Kind River Wealth, and Beauty gives! 


bo thele delights from ſev'ral cauſes move - 
Wiſely ſhe Knew the barmony of things, 


A; well as that of ſounds, from diſcord ſprings, 
zuch was the diſcord, which did firſt diſperſe 


Vhile the ſteep, harrid roughneſs of the Wood 


or ſo our Children, thus our Friends we love) 


orm, Order, Beauty, thro' the Univerſe 2 | 
hile dryneſs moiſture, coldneſs heat reſiſts, 
Il that we have, and that we are, ſubſifts, 


trive with the gentle calmnefs of che flood. 
ch huge extreams when Nature doth unite, 
onder from thenee reſults, from thence delight; 
be ſtream is ſo tranſparent, pure, and clear, Narciſſus 
hat bad the ſelf-enamour'd Youth gaz'd here, 
o fatally deceiv'd he bad not been, 
bile he the hottom, not his face, had ſeenz 
ut bis proud head the atry Mountain hides 
Imong the Clouds ; his ſhoulders, and his fides 
\ ſhady Mantle clothes; his curled Brows 
rown on the gentle Stream, which calmly flows, 
Vile Winds, and Storms his lofty Forehead beat, 
he common Fate of all that's High, or Great: 
ow at his Foot a ſpacious Plain is plac d, 
etween the Mountain, and the Stream embrac'd 3 
bich Shade and Shelter from the Hill derives; 


And 
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And in the mixture of all theſe appears 
Variety, which all the reſt indears. | 
This Scene, had ſome bold Greek, or Britiſh bard 
Beheld of old, what Stories had we heard, 

Of Fairies, Satyrs, and the Nymphs; their Dames, 
Their Feaſts, their revels, and their am'rous flames? 
Tis till the ſame, altho their ary ſhape, 

All but a quick Poetick fight eſcape. Y 
There Faunus, and Silvans keep their Courts, 

And thither all the horned Hoaſt reſorts, 

To graze the ranker Mead, that noble herd 

On whoſe ſublime, and ſhady front is rear'd 
Nature's great Maſter-piece ; to ſhew how ſoon 
Great things are made, bur ſooner are _—_ 
Here bave I ſeen the King, when n Affairs 
Gave leave to flacken, and unbend his cares, 
Attended to the Chaſe by all the flow'r 

Of Youth, whoſe hopes a nobler prey devour : 
Pleaſure with praiſe, and danger they would Luy, 
And wiſh 2 Foe that would not only fly, 

The Stag now conſcious of his fatal Growth, 

At once indulgent to his Fear, and Sloth, 

To ſome dark Covert his retreat had made, : 
Where nor Man's Eye, nor Heav'n's ſhould invade 
His ſoft repoſe ; when th' unexpected ſound 
Of Dogs, and Men, his wakeful ear doth wound: 
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Rour'd with the noiſe, he ſcarce believes his ear 
willing to think th illuſions of bis ſear 
| Had giv'n this falſe Alarm, but ſtrait bis view 
| Confirms, that more than all he fears is true: 
| Betray'd in all bis Strength, the Wood beſcr, | 
| All Inſtruments, a'l Arts of Ruin met, 
| He calls to mind his Strength, and then bis Speed, 
| His winged Heels, and then his Armed Head 3 
With cheſe © avoid, wich that his Fate to meet: 
But fear prevails, and bids him truſt his Feet. 
So faſt he flies, that his 1eviewing eye | 
Has l« ſt che Chaſers and his ear the Cry 2 
Exulting, till he finds, their Nobler Senſe } 
Their diſproportion'd S peed does recompenſe. 
Then cut ſes his conſpiring Feer, whole ſcent 
Berrays that ſafe:y, which their ſwiſtneſs lent, 
Then tries his Friends; among the baſer herd, 
Where he ſo lately was obcy'd, and fear'd, 
His ſafety ſeeks : the Herd, unkindly wiſe, 
Or Chaſes him from thence, or from him flies. 
Like a declining States- man, left forlorn 
T9 bis Friend's pity, and Purſuer's ſcorn ; 
with ſhame remembers, while himſelf was one 
Of the ſame Herd, bimlelf the lame had done, 
hence to the Coverts, and the conſcious Groves, | 
The Scences of his paſt Triumphs, and his Loves; 


11 - | N 


Sꝛdly ſurveying where he rang d alone 


Prince of the Soil, and all che Herd his own; Bur f 


And like a bol Knight-Errant did proclaim en 
Combat to all, and bore away the Dame; 80 15 
And taught the Woods to Echo to the Stream \ die 
His dreadful Challenge, and his claſhing Beam Stand 
Yer faintly now declines the fatal (tries Temp 
$0 muchhis Love was dearer than his Life, Po far 
Now ev*ry Leaf, and ev'ry moving Breath Repels 
| Preſents a Foe, and ev'ry Foe a Death. / 4 20 
1 Tro 


Weary d, forſaken, and purſu'd, at laſt 
All ſafety in deſpair of ſafety plac'd, 

| Courage he thence reſumes, reſolv*d to bear 
All their Aſſauts, fince tis in vain to fear. 
And now too late he wiſhes for the fighe 
That ſtrength, be waſted in ignoble flight: 
But when he ſees the eager Chaſe renew'd 
Himſelf by Dogs, the Dogs by M-n purſu'd a 
He ſtrait revokes his bold reſolve, and more 
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Repents his courage, than his fear before; This a n 
Finds that uncertain ways unſafeſt are, Ma wh 
And Doubt a greater miſchief than Deſpair. _ Fair L 


0 lawlet 


Then to the Stream, when neither Friends, nor Force, 

Nor ſpeed, nor Art avail, he ſhapes his courſe 3 

Thin ks not their rage ſo deſp'rare to aſſay 
An Element more mercileſs than they. 


Be! 


zut fearleſs they purſue, nor can the Flood 


So tow'rd a Ship the oarfin'd Gallies ply, 

| hich wanting Sea fo ride, or Wind to fly, 
a but to fall reveng'd on thoſe that dare 
| empt the laſt fury of extream Deſpair. 

$ fares the Stag among th' en raged Hounds, 


— their dire Thirſt ; alas, they thirſt for Blood! 


Repels their force, and wounds returns for wounds. 


And as an Hero, whom his baſer Foes 


n Troops ſurround, now theſe aſſails, now thoſey 


ho' Prodigal of Life, diſdains to dye 

yy common hands; but if he can deſcry 

ome nobler Foe's approach, to him he calls, 
nd begs his Fate, and then contented falls. 


o when the King a mortal Shaft lets flye 

tom his unerring hand, then glad to dye, 

proud of the wound, to it refigns his Blood, 

nd ſtains the Cryſtal with a purple Flood. 

[his a more innocent and happy Chaſe, 

bin when of old, but in the ſelf-ſame place, 
Fair Liberey purſu'd, and meant a Prey 

0 lawleſs power, here turn d, and ſtood at Bay. 


ex Mead, were th Great C barter was 
ald. 
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When 


Q When in that remedy all hope was plac'd, 


Which was, or ſhould have been at leaſt, the laſt. | Wh 
| Here was that Charter ſcal'd, wherein the Crown 1 or 
All ma: ks of Arbicrary Power lays down: ane: 
Tyrant, and Slave, thoſe Names, of hate and fear, | bei 
The happier Style of King, and ſubject bear: 5 6 = 
Happy when both to the ſame Cencer move, His 
When Kings give Liberty, and ſubjects Love. ins lc 
Therefore not long in force this Charter ſtood 41 2 Firſt 
Wanting that Seal, ic muſt be ſeal'd in Blood. — *tron 
The Subjects arm d, the more their Princes gave, And 
Th' advantage only took the more to crave. 
Till Kings by giving, give themſclves away, 
And even that power that ſhould deny, betray. 
« Who gives conſtrain'd, but his own fear reveals, 
& Not thank'c, but ſcorn d; nor are they gifts, but ſpoils, 
Thus Kings, by graſping more than they could hold, 
' Firſt made their ſubjects by oppreMivn bold: | — 


And pop lar ſway, by forcing Kings to give 
More than was fit for Subjects to receive, 


Ran to the ſame extreams; and one exceſs 
Made both, by ſtriving to be greater, leſs. 


+ Magna Charta, 
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When à calm River rais d with ſudden rains, 
or ſnows diſfolv'd, o'erflows th' adjoyning Plains, 
The Husbandmen with high-rais'd banks ſecure 
| Their greedy hopes, and this he can endure, 

* But if with Bays, and Dams, they ſtrive to force 
| His Chanel to a new, or narrow courſe ; 
No longer then within his banks he dyells, 

Firſt to a Torrent, then a Deluge ſwells : 

Stronger, and fiercer ! by reſtraint he roars, _ 

And knows no bound, but makes his pow'r his ſhores; 


ly, 
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THE 


Splendid SHIL LING. 


1 N 


Imitation of Milton, 
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8 E 2 N | Sing, Heavenly Miſe, 
Things unattempted yet in Proſe, or Rhyme, 
A Sbilling, Breeches, and Chimeras dire. 


APPY the Man, who void of Cares, and Strife, 
H In Silken, or in Leathern Purſe retains 
A Splendid Shilling : He nor hears with Pain 
New Oyſters cry'd, nor ſighs for chearſul Ale; 


But with bis Friends, when nightly Miſts ariſe, 
To Jun per's, Mag ye, or Ton- Hall repairs: 
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Where, mindful of the Nymph, whoſe wanton Eye 
Transfix*d his Soul, and kindled Am'rous Flames, 
( bloe, or Philis ; he, each Circling Glaſs, 

q Wiſheth ber Health, and Joy, and equal Love. 
; Mean while he ſmoaks, and laughs at merry Tale, 
lor Pun ambiguous, or Conundrum quaint, 
: But I, whom griping Penury ſurrounds, 

5 And Hunger, ſure Attendant upon Want, 

: With ſcanty Off. Is, and ſmall acid Tiff 

| (Wretched Repaſt ! ) my meagre Corps ſuſtain : 
| Then Solitary walk, or doze at home 

In Garret vile, and with a warming puff 

Regale child Fingers; or from Tube as black 
As Winter- Chimney, or well poliſh'd Jet, 

Exhale Mundungw, ill-perfuming Scent : 

Not blacker Tube, nor of a ſhorter Size 
Smoaks Cambro Britain ( versd in Pedigree, 
Sprung from Cadwalader and Arthur, Kings, 
Full famous in Romantic tale) when he 

Or many a craggy Hill, and fruitleſs Cliff, 
Upon a Cargo of fam'd Ceftrian Cheeſe, 

High over-ſhadowing rides, witb a deſign 

To vend his Wares, or at th Arvonian Mart, 

Or Maridunum, or the ancient Town a 


tus 


— * 


Encircles Ariconiun, fruittul Soil, 


Hight Morgannumia, or where Vaga's Stream 5 


Whence flow Nectaceous Wines, that well may vye 


Wich Maſi, Setian, or renown'd Falern. 


Thus while my joyleſs Hours I lingring ſpend, 


With Looks demure, and filent Pace, a Dunn, 
Horrible Monſtey ! hated by Gods, and Men, 
To my aerial Citadel aſcends; | 
With Vocal Heel thrice thund'ring at my Gates, 
With hideous Accent thrice be calls 3 I know 
The Voice ill-boding, and the ſolemn Sound. 
What ſhou'd I do ? or whither turn? amaz d, 
Confounded, to the dark Receſs I ly — 
Of Woodhole; ſtrait my briſtling Hairs ere&, 
My Tongue forgets ber Faculty of Speech; 

So horrible he ſeems ! his faded Brow ; 
Entrench'd with many a Frown, and Conic Beard, 
And ſpreading Band, admir'd by Modern Saint, 
Diſaſtrous Acts forebode z in his Right Hand 
Long Scrolls of Paper ſolemnly he waves, 

wich Characters, and Figures dire inſcrib'd, 
Grievous to mortal Byes; (ye Gods avert 
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uch Plagues from righteous Men 1) behind bim 
motber Monſter, not unlike bimfelf, | 
of AſpeR ſullen, by the Vulgar call'd | 

A catobpole, whole polluted Hinds the Gods 

N Vich Force incredible, and Migick Charms 
> have indu'd, if be his ample Paim 

Should haply on ill faced Shoulder lay 

ol Debtor, ſtrait his Body, to the Touch 
Obſequious, (as whilom Knights were wont) 


o ſome enchanted Caſtle is convey'd, 

Where Gites impregwole, and coercive Chains 
In Durance vile detain him, *cill in form 

Of Mony, Pallas lets the Captive free. 


Beware, ye Debtors, when ye walk, beware, 
ze circumſpect; oft with inſidious Ken | | 
This Caitiff eyes your Steps aloof, and oft wy 
Lies perdue in a Creek, or gloomy Cave, 
prompt to enchant ſome inadvertent wretch 
With his unhallow'd Touch, S0 (Poets ſing). 
Grimalkin, to Domeſtick Vermin ſn orn 
An everlaſting Foe, with warchful Eye, 
Lyes nightly brooding o'er a chinky gap» 


Por- 


2 —— o *— - — — D — 


" - 
. 
* 
s 
: f 
* 
\ 7 
1 
* ＋ 
*. 
q4 
* 
- 
[4 
#1 
' 
E 
i 4 
4 
1 
tj 
z 
[i 
: 1 
. U 
* 
* 
* 
[I 
34 
1 
. 
34 . 
* 
> #04 
- 
1 
1 
i 
13] 
| 
* 
| * 
, 
4 


on 


Portending her fell Claws, to thougbtleſs Mice 
Sure Ruin. So her diſembowelbd web 
Arac hne in a Hall, or Kitchin ſpreads, 
Obvious to vagrant Flies: She ſecret ſtands 
Within her woven Cell; the Humming Prey, 
Regardleſs of their Fate, ruſh on the toils 
Inextricable, nor will ought avail 
Their Arts, nor Arms, nor Shapes of lovely Hue; 
The Waſp inſidious, and the buzzing Drone, 
And Butterfly, proud of expanded wings 
Diſtir& with Gold, entangled in her Snares, 
Uſeleſs Reſiſtance make: With eager ſtrides, 
She tow' ring flies to her expected Spoils; 
Then with envenom'd Jaws the vital Blood 
Drinks of reluctant Foes, and to her Cave 
Their Bulky Carcafſes triumphane drags, 
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So paſs my Days. But when Nocturnal Shades 
This World invelop, and th' inclement Air 
Preſuades Men to repel benumming Froſts 

| With pleaſant Wines, and crackling blaze of Wood 3 
Ne Lonely fitting, nor the glimm'ring Light | 
of Make. weight Candle, nor the joyous Talk 

| Of lovely Friend delights z diſtreſyd, forlorn, 

| Amidſt the borrors of the tedious Night, 


Duklinę 


My anxi 
Indite, a 
or deſp' 
'or Lovi 
IMcan wh 
\nd reſt 
kinds no 
But if a 


My went 
onging 
ripples 
Awake, 
ul gna 


Thus 
or taſt 
4: ure. 
or N 
or M. 
fluctio 
ly Ga 
be W. 
Tim 


n hor 


Darkling 


Darkling 1 fig h, and feed with diſmal Thonghr 
My anxious Mind; or ſometimes mournſul Verſe 
Indite, and ſing of Groves, and Myrtle Shades, 
or deſp'rate Lady near 2 purpling en 8 
lor Lover pendent on a Willow- Tree: | 
| Mean while I Labour with eternal Droughe, | 
And reſtleſs Wiſh, in vain, my parched Theoge 
| inds no R:lief, nor heavy Eyes Repoſe ; | 
But if a Slumber kaply does Invade 
| y weary Lim s, my Fancy*s ſtill awake, 
a onging for Dink. and Eager ina Dream 
ripples Imaginary Pots of Ale 
Awake, I find the ſettled Thirſt --- vo--. 
till gnawing, and the plcaſanc Phanton curſe. 


Thus do 1 live, from Pleaſure quite debarr'd; 

ot taſte the Fruits that the Sun's genial Rays 
ture, John Apple, nor the downy Peach, 

or Walnut in rough furrow'd Coat ſecure, 

or Medlar, Fruit delicious in decay; 

fitions Great! yet greater ſhall remain: 

ly Galligashins, that have long withſtood 

be Winter's Fury, and Encroaching Froſts, 
Time ſubdu'd, (what will not Time ſubdue !) 

n horrid Chaſm diſcloſe, with Orifice | 


Wide, Diſeontinuous; at which the Winds, 
Eurus, and Auſter, and the dreadful Force 
Ot Borcas, that congeals the cronian Waves, 
Tumultuous entet with dire chilling Blaſts, 
Portcnding Agues. Thus a well f-auzht Ship 
Long ſaib'd ſccare, or tb 6 h Ægean Deep, 

Or thc Ionian, till Cru: ſing near 

The Lilybcan Sboar with bide« us Cruſh 

On Scylla, or Charytdis (4ang'rous Rocks) 

She ſtrikes rebounding, whence the ſhatter'd Oak, 
| So fierce a Sheck unable to withſtand, 

Admits che Sea; in at the gaping Side 

The cr: uding Waves Guſh with imperuous Rage, 


Reſiſtl.ſs, Overwbelming; Horrors ſeize 


The Mariners, Death in their Eyes appears, 
They ſtare, the lave, they pump, they ſwear, they pry» 

(Vain Efforts!) ſtill rhe Batt'ring Waves ruſh in St. 
Implacable, till delug'd by the Foam, 5 
The Ship ſinks found' ring in the vaſt Abyſs. 
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J. . 
St. C: E c 1 L TA's Dey 1 
Wia at «the Royal Feaſt, PE Perfea won, 
By Philip's Warlike Sows 2 
Aloſt in awful State 
The God: like Heroe ſate | 
On his Imperial Throne? 8. 
His valiant Peers were plac'd around; 
Their Brows with Roſes and with Myrtles bound. 
(So ſhou'd Defert in Arms be.Crown'd: ) 
CR „ The 


The Song began from Jove; 
i Wbo left bis bliſsful Seats above, 


A Dragon's fiery Form bely'd the Cod: 
Sublime on Radiant Spires He rode, 


”—_ 
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The Lovely Thais by his ſide, e liſt 


Sate like a blooming Eaſtern Bride preſer 
In Flow'r of Youth and Bcauty's Pride. Wpreſe: 
| Happy, happy, happy Pair) - : 

a None but the Brave 
None but the Brave | : 
None but the Brave deſerves the Fair: ; nd > 


| CHORUS. 
Happy, happy, bappy Pair | 
None but the Brave, 
None but the Brave 
None but the Brave deſerves the Fair, : 


II. 
Timothew lacd on high 


Amid the tuneſul Quire, 
With flying Fingers touch'd the Tyre: 5 


The e Notes aſcend the Sky, | 
- And Heav'nly Joys whe 


And ſe 


c praiſ 
Of 


W ive 
(Such is the Pow'r of mighty Love.) 5 


When He to fair olympia -preſs'd 3 
And while He ſought her ſnowy Breaſt : 
Then, round her ſlender Waiſt he curl'd, 


And ſtamp'd an Image of himſelſ, a Sov? raign of oven 
* 


— 


» 


e rning Crowd admire the lofty Sound, 


preſent Deity, they ſhout around: 
prelent Deity the vaulted Roofs rebound. 
: With raviſh'd Ears 
The Monarch hears, 
: Aſſumes the God, 

AﬀeRs to nod, | 


and ſeems to ſhake Pg Spheres. 
g CHORUS. 
with raviſni d Ears 


| The Monarch bears, 
Aſſumes the God, 
Aﬀeds to nod, 

And ſeems to ſhake the Spheres, 


HE - 
e Praiſe of Bacchus hes the ſweet Muſician ſung « 


Of Bacchus ever Fair, and ever Young : 
be jolly God in Triumph comes; 


Sound the Trumpets ; beat the Drums; 
Fluſh'd with a purple Grace 
He ſhews his honeſt Face, 

1 gives che Hautboys breath; He comes, Be comes, 
Bacchw ever Fair and Young, 
Drinking Joys did firſt ordain: 
Bacchw Bleſſings are a Treaſure 3 
Drinking is the Soldier's Pleaſure ; 

Rich the Treaſure ; 
Sweet the Pleaſure ; 


| Smeet © is Pleaſure alter Pain. 3 
O 2 C H O- 


Tb 


e 
Baccbus Blegings are a Treaſure; 
_ Drinking is the Soldier's Pleaſure ; 
— Rich the Treaſurez 
cͤveet the Pleaſure; = 
Sweet is Pleaſure after Pain. 5 
C 
cot with the Sound the King grew vain 3 
Fought all his Battles oer 2gain 3 | 
1 And thrice He routed all hisEoes; & thrice he ſlew the fliin 
| The Maſter ſaw the Madneſs riſe 
His glowing Cheeks, bis ardent Eyes; 


he M 
That L 
{Twas | 


And while He Heav'n and Earth defy'd, : 
* Chang'd his Hand, and check'd bis Pride my 
| 8 
He choſe a Mournful Muſe 8 
| Sofc Pity to infaſes 5g 
* ie ſung Darius Great and Good, i 
4 By too ſevere a Fate, 
b, Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 7 
ö Fallen from his high Eſtate | 
| j And weltring i in his Blood: 5 
0 | Deſerted at his utmoſt Need, | 
n By thoſe his former Bounty fed ; 
| On the bare Earth expos' d he lies, 
(| With not a Friend to cloſe his Eyes. = 
| do Lov 


l | With donn Looks the joyleſs vickor fate, 
Revolving 


l. 


———— 


— — 


Revolving in his alter d Soul 


And, now and then, a Sigh he ſtole; 
And Tears began to flow. 
CHORUS, 
Revolving in bis alter d Soul 
The various Turns of Chance below; 


And, now and then, a Sigh be Hole; 


And Tears began to flow. 
- V. 


The Mighty Maſter ſmil'd to ſee 

| bat Love was in the next Degree : 
was but a Kindred-Sound to move z 
For Pity melts the Mind to Love. 


Sofcly ſweet, in Lydian Meaſures, 
Soon he ſooth'd his Soul to Pleaſures, 


War, be ſung, is Toil and Trouble; 


Honour but an empty Bubble. 
Never ending, ſtill beginning, 


Fighting ſtill, and ſtill deſtroying, 


Ik the World be worth thy Winnings 


| Think, O hink, it worth Enjoying. 


Lovely Thais ſits beſides thee, 
Take the Good the Gods provide thee» · 


The Many rend the Skies, with loud Applauſe, 
5 Love was Crown'd, but Muſick won the Cauſe. 


The various Turns of Chance below 2 
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The Prince, unable to conceal his Pain, 
Gaz'd on the Fair 
Who caus d his Care, | 
And ſigb'd and look d, figh'd and lock d, 
Sigh'd and look d, and figh'd again: 


At length, with Love and Wine at once oppreſs d, 


The vanquiſhd Victor funk upon her Breaſt. 
CHORUS. 
The Prince, unable to conceal bis Pain, 
Gaz'd on the Fair 
bo caus d bis care, | 
And figh'd and look'd, fighd and look'd, 
Sig hd and look'd, and figh'd again: 


At length, with Love and Wine at once oppreſsd, 
Wl. The vanquiſh'd Victor * upon ber Breaſt, 


VI. 
Now frike the Golden Tyre again 29 


| | A lowder yet, and yet a lowder Strain, 


Break his Bands of Sleep aſunder, 


And rouze him, like a rattling Peal of Thunder, 


Hark, hark, the horrid Sound 
| Has rais'd up his Head, 
As awak'd from the Dead, 
| And amaz'd, he flares around. 
Revenge, Revenge, Timotheus cries, 
Z See the Fucics ariſe! 


nd, lik 


nd the 


jd, like 


bSBee the Snakes chat they rar, 
How they hiſs in their Hair, 
And the Sparkles that flaſh from their yes 
Behold a ghaſtly Band, F 
Fluoecch a Torch in his Hand! . 
ſbole are Grecian Ghoſis, that in Battle were Nlaing 
And undury'd remain, 
Inglorious on the Plain: 
Give the Vengeance due 
To the Valiant Crew. 
bold how they toſs their Torches on high, 
How they point to the Perfian Abodes, 
nd glitt'ring Temples of their Hoſtile Gods 
be Princes applaud, with a furious Joy ; - : 
nd the King ſeix'd a Flambeau, with Zeal to deſtroy z 
Thais led the Way, 
To light him to bis Prey, 
nd, like another Hellen, fir'd another Troy. 
CHORUS. : | 
nd the King ſeiz'd a Flambeau, with Zeal to aeiroy 3 
Thais led the Way, 
To light bim to his Prey, 
jd, like another Hellen, fir'd another Troy e- 
A 
Thus, long ago | 
Bre W Bellows leatu d to \blon, 
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While Organs yet were mute; 3 
Timotheus, to his breathing Fine, 
And ſounding Lyre, 


__ Coud fell the Soul to rage, or kindle ſoft Defire, 


At laſt Divine Cecilia came, 
Inventreſs of the Vocal Frame; 
T he ſweet Enthuſi iſt, from her Sacred Store, 
Enlarg'd the former narrow Bounds, 


And added Length to ſolemn Sounds; 
With Nature's Mother-Wit, and Arts unknown before, 
Let old Timotheus yield the Prize; 
Or both divide the Crown ; 
He rais'd a Mortal to the Skies ; 


she drew an Angel down, CH 
Grand CHORUS =" 
| | | Salo 
At la, Divine Cecilia came, | — 
,  Inventreſs of the Vocal Frame; 
The ſweet Enthuſiaſt, from her Sacred Store; —_ 


Enlarg'd the former narrow Bounds; 
And added Length to ſolemn Sounds, 
With Nature's Mother-Iiit, and Arts unbnoyn before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the Prixe, 
5 Or both divide the Crown 3 
He raid a Mortal to t he Skies ; 
She drew an Angel down: 
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LETTER 


BROW 
'To the Right Honoarable | 


CHARLES, Lord Halifax, | l 


Salve, magna 3 9 — telus, 1 
Magna virùm! tibi res Antique laudis, M Artis ; Il 


Aggredior, "— auſus eie fontes. 
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n you, my Lord, the rural Shades 8 i 
And from Britannia's Publick Poſts retire 3 
No longer her ungrateful Sons to pleaſe, | 
or their Ad vantage Sacrifice your Eaſe 3 Tone 
© into Foreign Realms my Fate conveys, 
Tro Nations fruitful of Immortal Lays; 
: here che ſoft Seaſon, and inviting Clime 
onſpire to trouble your Repoſe with Rhime. kor 


L 


For whereſoe er I turn my raviſh'd Eyes, 
Say, gilded Scenes, and ſhining Proſpects riſe 3 
Poetick Fields encompaſs me around, 

And ſtill I ſeem to tread on Claſſick Ground ; 

| For here the Muſe ſo oft her Harp has ſtrung, 

| That not a Mountain rears it's Head unſung 3 
Renowr'd in Verſe each Shady Thicket grows, 
And ev'ry Stream in Heav'nly N umbers flows, 


How am I pleas' d to ſearch the Hille, and Woods 


For riſing Springs, and celebrated Floods! 
To view the Nar tumultuous in his Courſe, 
And trace the ſmooth clitumnus to his Sourſe, 
To ſee the Mincio draw his wat'ry Store 

Wl Thro' the long windings of a fruitful Shore; 
1 And hoary Albula's infected Tide . 
Der the warm Bed of ſmoaking Sulphur glide. 


4 | Fir'd with a thouſand Raptures I ſurvey 


| 9 Eridanus thro! flow'ry Meadows ſtray, 

4 The King of Floods ! that rolling o'er the Plains 

The Tow'ring Alps of balf their Moiſture drains, + 

And, proudly ſwoll'n with a whole Winter's Snows, 

b Diſtributes Wealth, and Plenty where he flows. 
Sometimes, miſguided by the tuneful Throng, 


; { I look for Streams Immortaliz'd i in Song, 


4 That loſt in Silence, and Oblivion lye, 
Dumb are their Founcains and their Channels ary, ) 


Ye: 


— — — 
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et run lor ever by the Muſe's Skill, 
and in the ſmooth Deſcription murmur ſtill. 1 


; Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire, 

And the fam'd-River's empty Shores admire, | 

; bat deſtitute of Strength derives its Gourſe | | 
rom thrifty Urns, and n unfr uitful Sourſe g i ö 
; et ſung io often in Poetick Lays, | 1! 
4 With Scorn the Danube, and the Nile Surveys; ; 
go high the Deathleſs Muſe exalts her Theme. ! — 1 
| puch was the Boyn, a poor Inglorious Stream, 
bat in Hibernian Vales obſcurely ſtray'd, | 
and unobſerv'd in wild Meander's play'd; | 

Till by your Lines, and Naſſau's Sword renown'd. 
5 riſing Billows thro? the World reſound, 
Vbere'er the Heroe's Godlike Acts can pierce, | 
dr where the Fame of an Immortal Verſe. 


Oh, cou'd the Mule my ravifh'd Breaſt inſpire 
ith Warmth like your's, and raiſe an equal Rre, 
ynumber'd Beauties in my Verſe ſhou'd ſhine, 

nd Virgil's Italy ſhould yield to mine 


Ste! how the golden Groves around me ſmile, 
hat ſhun the Coaſts of Britain's ſtormy Iſle z 
when tranſplanted, and preſerv'd with Care, 
arſe the cold Clime, and ſtarve in Northern Air. 

Fere kindly warmth the ir mounting Juice ferments, 
o nobler Taſtes, and more exalted Scents. | 


Ye: 


Ev's | 


And in my Soul a 
When Rome's exalted Beauties I deſcry f 


And ſofted into Fleſh the rugged Stone. 
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Ev'n the roug h Rocks wich render Myrtle Bloom, 


And trodden Weeds ſend out a rich Perfume. 

Bear me ſome Gods to Baja's gentle Seats, 

Or cover me in Vmbria's green Retreats. 

Where Weſtern Gales eternally refide, 

And all the Seaſons laviſh all their Pride; 
Bloſſoms, and Fruits, and Flow'rs together riſe, | 
And the whole year in gay Confuſion lies. | 


8 Glories in my mind revive, 
thouſand Paſſions ſtrive, 


Magnificent in Piles of Ruin lye: 


An Ampbitheater' s amazing beight : 
Here fills my Eye with Terror, and Delight, 
That on its publick Shows unpeopled Rome, 


| And held uncrouded Nations in its Womb, 
Here Pillars, rough wich Sculpture, pierce the Skies, 


And here the proud Triumphal Arches riſe, 
Where the old Roman's deatbleſs Acts diſplay'd, 
Their baſe degen'rate Progeny upbraid. | 
Whole Rivers here forſake their Fields below, 


And wondring at their height thro' Airy Channels flor 


Still to new Scenes my wand'ring Muſe retires, 
And the dumb ſhow of breathing Rocks admires 3 
Where the ſmooth chiſſel all it's Force bas ſhown, 


In ſo 
Hero 
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In ſolemn Silence, a Majeſtick Band, 

Heroes, and Gods, and Roman Conſuls fand. 

stern Tyrants, whom their Cruelties renown, 

And Emperors in Pari an Marble frown. 

While che bright Dames to whom they humbly ſu'd, 

Still ſhew the Charms, that their proud Hearts ſubdu d: 

Fain wou'd I Raphael's Godlike Art rehearſe, 

And ſhew th! Immortal Labours in my Verſe; 

Where from the mingled Strength of Shade, and Light 

\ new Creation riſes to my Sight 

Such Heav'nly Figures from his Pencil flo, 

So warm With Life his blended Colours glowv, 

From Theme to Theme, with ſecret Pleaſure toff, 

Amidſt che ſoft Variety I'm loſt : . e 

Here pleaſing Airs my raviſh'd Soul confound 

With circling Notes, and Labyrinths of Sound; 

Here Domes, and Temples riſe in diſtant Views, 

And op'ning Palaces invite my Muſe, = 
How has kind Heaven adorn'd the happy Land, 

and ſcatter'd Bleſſings with a waſteful Hand! 

But what avail her unex hauſted Stores, 

Her blooming Mountains, and ber ſunny Shores, 

on Vich all the Gifts that Heav'n, and Earth impart, 

Tie Smiles of Nature, and the Charms of Arc 3 

While proud Oppreſſion in the Valleys reigns, 

ind Tyranny uſurps her happy Plains 2 

The poor Inhabitants behold in vain 

be rec'ning Orange, and = ſwelling Grain: 5 


Joy- ._ 


Joylels he ſees the growing Oyls, and Wines, 
And in the Myrtle's fragrant Shade repines ; 
Starves in the midſt of Nature's Bounty eurſt, 
And in the loaden Vineyard dies for Thirſt, 
Ob Liberty, thou Goddeſs Heav'nly bright, 
Profuſe of Bliſs, and pregnant with delight, 
Eternal Pleaſures in thy Preſence reign, 
And ſmiling Plenty leads thy wanton Train! 
Fab d of her Load, Subjectios grows more light, 
And Poverty looks chearful in thy faght ; 


If Thou mabeſt the gloomy Face of Nature gay, 


Giv'ſt Beauty to the Sun, and Pleaſure to the Day, 
Thee Goddeſs, Thee Britannid's Iſle adores 3 

How oft has ſhe exhauſted all her Stores; 

How oft in Fields of Death thy Preſence ſought ? 

Nor thinks the mighty Prize too dearly bought: 

On Foreign Mountains may the Sun re fine 

The Grape's ſoft Juice, and mellow it to Wine, 

With Citron Groves adorn a diſtant Soil, 

And the fat Olive ſwell with floods of Oyl: 

We envy not the warmer Clime, that lies 

In ten Degrees of more indulgent Skies; 

Nor at the Courſeneſs of our Heav'n repine, 

Tho? o'er our Heads the frozen Pilads ſhine x 

"Tis Liberty that Crowns Britannia's Iſle, 


Others with Tow'ring Piles may pleaſe the fight, 
Ard in their proud aſpiring Domes delight. 
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(ſmile 
And makes her barren Rocks, and her bleak Mountai 
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nicer touch to the ſtretch d Canvas sive; 
Ir teach their animated Rocks to live: 
is Britain's Care to watch o er Europe's Fate, 
and hold in Balance each contending State, 
Yo threaten bold, preſumptious Kings with War, 
And anſwer her afflict:d Neighbour s Pray r. 
rhe Dane, and Swede, rouz'd up by fierce Alarms 
eſs rhe wiſe Conduct of her Pious Arms, 
oon as her Fleets appear, their Terrors ceaſe, 
\nd all the Northern World lies huſlr d in Peace. 
rw Ambitious Gaul beholds with ſecret Dread 
et Thunder, aim'd at his aipiring Head, 
nd lain her Godlike Sons wou'd diſunite 
dy Foreign Gold, or by Domeſtick S pite ; 
ur ſtrives in vain to Conquer, or Divide 
Whom Naſſau's Arms defend, and Counſels guide. 
Fir'd with the Name, which I ſo oft have found 
The diſtant Climes, and diff*cent Tongues reſound 3 
I bridle in my ſtruggling Muſe with Pain, 
That longs to launch into a bolder Strain: 

Bu: I've already troubled you too long, 

or dare attempt a more advent rous Song: 
ily humble Verſe demands a ſofter Theme, . 
painted Meadow, or a purling Stream, 


nfit for Heroes; whom Immortal Lays, 5 
nd Lines like Virgil's, or like your's ſhon'd praiſe - 
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WW Where thc glad Beams of Light can never play, 
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ALEXISE 


| Mlexis and Menalcas. 


« wee! 
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den. 1 Ehold, Alexis, ſee this gloomy Shade, 
Which ſeems alone for Sorrow's ſhelter made; 


But Night ſucceeding Night excludes the Day; 
Where never Birds with Harmony repair, 
And ligh:ſome Notes, to cheer the dusky Air, 
To welcome Day, or bid the Sun farewel, 

By Morning Lark, or Ev'ning Philomel. 
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No Vö'let here, nor Daiſie, e' er was ſeen, 
No ſweerly budding Elow'r, nor ſpringing Green 3 
For fragrant Myrtle, and the bluſhing Roſe, 
Here baleful Yew with deadly Cypreſs grows. 


Here then, extended on this wither'd Moſs den! 
We'll lie, and thou ſhalt ſing of Albions Loſs; ach v 
Of Albion's Loſs, and of Paſtord's Death; a ſwee 


bis thy Mournful 28 and raiſe thy tuneſul Breath» Pd nc 
Alea 


äPm— — ——— .f ————— , — — 2 — — 


Alex, Ah Woe too great! ah Theme, which farexcceds 
The lowly Lays of humble Shepherd's Reeds! 
o! could I fing in Verſe of equal Strain | 4 
| vich the Sicilian Bard, or Mantuan Swain: | {f 
or melting Words, and moving Numbers chuſe, 
gweet as the Britiſh colin's mourning Muſe 5 
ould I, like him, in tuneful Grief excel, 
und mourn like Stella for ker Aftrofel ; 
[ Then might I raiſe my Voice, (ſecure! of skill.) [ 
ind with melodiousWoe the Valleys ®, Fl 
The liſt ning Echo on my Song ſhould wait, 
de and hollow Rocks Paſtora's Name repeat; 
ich whiſtling Wind, and murm' ring Stream ſhow'd tell; 
Jow lov'd ſhe liv'd, and how lamented fell, 


7 


Men. Wert thou with ev'ry Ray, and Lawrel crown d- 
nd high as Pan himſelf in Song renown'd, 
et would not all thy Art ayail'to ſhow 
'erſe worthy of her Name, or of our Woe: 
Wit ſuch true Paſſion in thy Face appears, 
Wi thy pale Lips, thick Sigbs, and guſhing Tears 3 
uch render Sorrow in thy Heart I read, 
W ſhall ſupply thy Skill, if not exceed. 


den leave this common Form of dumb Diſtreſs, 
ich vulgar Grief can Sighs, and Tears expreſs 3 | 
1 [weet complaining Notes thy Paſſion vent, = 
atbe Pad not in Sighs, but Words, explaining Sighs, lament; | 
tin | > 3 | Alex, f 


hy ng Wild be my words, Mznalcas, wild my tho Ae 
Art leſs as Nature s Notes in Birds untaught ; | 1 
Boundleſs my Verſe, and roving be my Strains; No 
Various as Flow' rs on unfrequented Plains, 5 To 
And thou Thalia, Darling of my Breaft, | "A 
By whom inſpir'd I ſung at Comm Feaſt 3 | For 
While in a Ring the joylly Rural Throng : Wn 
Have ſar, and ſmiPd to hear my chearful Song : | bY 
Begon, with all thy Mirth, and ſprightly Lays, I 
My Pipe no longer now thy Pow'r obeys 3 "I 
Learn to lament, my Muſe, to weep, and mourn, cio 
Thy ſpringing Lawrels all to Cypreſs turn; Fade 
Wound with thy diſmal Cries the tender Air, 
And beat thy ſnowy Breaſt, and rend thy yellow Bair 
From hence, in utmoſt Wilds thy dwelling chuſe, 


Begon Thalia, Sorrow is my Muſe, | EL = 

7 mourn Paſtora dead, Jet Albion mourn, The 

And Sable clouds ber chalky Cliffs adorn. I's tr 

No more theſe Woods ſhall with her fight be bleſs, Filly 

Nor with her Feet theſe Flow' ry Plains be preſs'd; For n. 

| No more the Winds ſhall with ber Treſſes play, with 
And from her balmy Breath ſteal ſweets away; Aud ! 
| No more theſe Rivers chearfully ſhall pals, . | Of 
Pleas d to reflect the Beauties of her Face; Never 
While on their Banks the wond*ring Flocks have food Wicho 


Breedy of fight, and negligem of Food. Pure tc 
: | \ 


* 


urs; 


d, 


ce oreghe Nymphs ſhall with ſoft Tales delighe- | 


FHer Ears, no more with Dances pleaſe her ſight 3 
Nor ever more ſhall Swain make Song of Micth 
To bleſs the joyous Day that gave her Birth: 


Loſt is that Day, which had from her i its Lighe, 
For ever loſt wich her in endleſs Night 3 

In endleſs Night, and Arms of Death ſhe lies, 
Death in Eternal Shades has ſhut Paſtora's Eyes. 


Lament ye Nymphs, and mourn ye wretched Swainsz 


Stray, all ye Flocks, and Deſart be, ye Plains, 
Sigh, all ye Winds, and weep, ye Chryſtal Floods, 
Fade, all ye Flow'rs, and wither, all ye Woods. 
I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 
And Sable Clouds ber chalk y Cliffs adorn. 
Within a diſmal Grott, which Damps ſurround, 
All cold ſhe lies upon th? unwholſom Ground 3 
The Marble weeps, and with a filent pace 
I:'s trickling Tears diſtill upon her Face. 
Faſty ye weep, ye Rocks, and falſly mourn! 
For never will you let the Nymph return! 
With a feign'd Grief the faithleſs Tomb relents, 


And like ehe crocodile its Prey laments. 


ood 


Pure to the Senſe, and pleaſing to the Sight 3 


O ſhe was Heav'nly fair in Face, and Mind! 
Never in Nature were ſuch Beauties joyn'd ! 
Without all ſhining, and within all White; 


| Like ſome rare Flow'r, whoſe Leaves all Colours yield, Net 
And op'ning is wich ſweeteſt Odours fill d. i 


As lofty Pines o'ertop the lowly Reed, 7 But 
So did her graceful Height all Nymphs exceed; Ano 
1 9 8 Let 


To which excelling Height ſhe bore a Mind 
Humble as Oſiers bending to the Wind. And 


Thus excellent ſhe was- - 

Ah wretched Fate! She was, but is no more: 

Help me ye Hills, and Valleys to deplore, 

. I mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mon yn, 
And Sable Clouds her chalk y Cliffs adorn, 


From that bleſt Earth, on which her body lies, | C 
May blooming Flow'rs, with fragrant Sweets ariſe : 7 
Let Myrrba weeping Aromatick Gum, 1 
And ever - living Lawrel ſhade her Tomb. 15 
Thither let all th? induſtrious Bees repair, we 
Unlade their Thighs, and leave their Hony theres Meir 
hither let Fairies, with their Train reſort, = id E 
Neglect their Revels, and their Midnight Sport, 

There in unuſual wailings waſte the Night, = 
And watch her by the Fiery Glow- worm's Light. rroy 
| 5 . : | EP h 

There may no diſmal Yew, nor Cypreſs grow, 15 
Nor Holly-buſh, nor bitter Elder's Bougk 3 | 
Let each unlucky Bird far build his Neſt, The 


And diſtant Deus receive each howling Beaſt ; ito 
_ | 1 8 * 


eld) 
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Let Wolves be gone, and Ravens put to flight, 

ick hooting Owls, and Bats; that hate the Light, 
But let the fi ghing Doves their Sorrows bring, 

And Nightingales in ſweet Complainings ſi ing; 

Le: Swans from their forſaken Rivers fly, 5 
und Sick'ning at her Tomb make haſt to dye, + 3 
That they may help to ſing her Elegy. 

Let Echo too in Mimick Moan deplore, 
\nd cry with me, Paſtora is no more. 


I mgurn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourn, 

And Sable clouds ber chalky cliffs adorn , 
And ſee the Heav'ns to weep in Dew prepare, 
nd heavy Miſts obſcure the burd'ned Air 
\ ſuddain Damp o'er all the Plain is ſpread, 
ich Lilly folds irs Leaves, and hangs its Head. 
nevicy Tree the Bloſſoms turn to Tears, 
d every Bough a weeping Moiſture bears, 
heir Wings che Feather'd Airy People droop, 
id Flocks beneath their dewy Fleeces ſtoop. 


The Rocks are cleft ; and new deſcending Rills 

trow the Brows of all th' impending Hills. 

ke Warer-Gods to Floods their Riv'lets turn, 1 
id each wich ſtreaming Eyes ſupplies his wanting Urn: 


The Fawns fooſake the Woods, the N ymp hs the Grove: 
1 round the Plain in ſad Diſtractions rove 3 


cx 4% In 
* * - : 
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In prickly Brakes their tender Limbs they tear, 
And leave on Thorns their Locks of Golden Hair. 


With their ſharp Nails themſelves the Satyrs wound, = 
And tugg their ſhaggy Beards, and bite with grief the The 
"FE ! Pan himſelf beneath a blaſted Oak hoon And 
Dejected lies, his Pipe in pieces broke z but 
See Pales weeping too, in wild Deſpair, pi. 
And to the piercing Winds her Boſom bare ! . 


And ſee yond fading Myrtle, where appears 

The Queen of Love all bath'd in flowing Tears; 

See how ſhe wrings her Hands, and beats her Breaſt, 
And tears her uſeleſs Girdle from her Waſte! 
Hear the ſad Murmurs of her ſighing Doves, 

For Grief they ſigh, forgetful of their Loves. 


Lo Love himſelf with heavy Woes oppreſt ! 

See how his Sorrows ſwell his tender Breaſt; 

His Bow he Breaks, and wide his Arrows flings, 

And folds his little Arms, and hangs his droopingWings 
Then lays his Limbs upon the dying Graſs, 

And all with Tears bedews his beaureous Face; 
With Tears which from his folded Lids ariſe 3 

And even Love himſelf has weeping Eyes, 

All Nature mourns: the Floods, and Rocks deplore, 
And ery with me, Paſtora is no more 


1 mourn Paſtora dead, let Albion mourns 
And Sable clouds ber Chalkie Cliffs adorn, 


The Rocks can melt, and Air in Miſts can mourn, 


d, And Floods can weep, and Winds to ſighs can turn; 
derbe Birds in Songs their Sorrows can diſcloſe, 
id, And Nymphs, and Swains in words can tell their Woes 


Bur oh! behold that deep, and wild deſpair, 
Which neither Winds can ſhew, nor Flegds, nor Air. 


See the Great Shepherd „Chief of all che kaltes | 
Lord of theſe Woods, and wide extended Pains, 
Ftretch'd on the Ground, and cloſe to Earth his Face, 
t, Wcalding with Tears ch? already fading Graſs ; 
Ni the cold Clay he joyns bis throbbing Breaſt, 
No more within Paſtor's Arms to reſt! 
No more | for thoſe once ſoft, and circling Arms 
Themſelves are Clay, and cold are all her Charms; 
old are thoſe Lips, which he no more mull kiſs, 
nd cold that Boſom, once all downy Bliſs 5 _ 
In whoſe ſoft Pillows, lull'd in weet Delights, 
le gd in Balmy sleep to loſe the Nights. 


ings 


Ah! where is all that love, and Fondneſs fled ? 
in! where is all that render ſweetneſs laid? 
0 Dirt muſt all that Heav'n of Beauty come! 


re, Nad muſt Paſtora moulder in the Tomb! 


Ah Death! more fierce, and unrelenting far 
Than wildeſt Wolves, or Savage Tygers are; 
With Lambs, and Sheep their Hungers are appeas'd; 
But rav*nous D:ath rhe Shepherdeſs bas ſeiz'd. 
I mourn Paſtora dead „let Albion mourn, 
And Sable Clouds ber Chalky cliffs adorn, 


ee Bur ſee, Menalcas, where a ſudden Light 
ee Wirk Wonder ſtops my Song; and ftrikes my ſight ! 
cc And where Paſtora lies, it ſpreads around, 
c Shewing all Radiant bright the Sacred Ground. 
*« While from her Tomb, behold, a Flame aſcends 
ce Of whiteſt Fire, whoſe Flight to Heav'n extends: Ir 
te On flacky Wings it mounts and quick as ſight, 
Cuts thro the yielding Air with Rays of Light; 
cc Till the blue Firmament at laſt it gains, | 
« And fixing there a glorious Star remains: 

Faireſt it ſeems of all that light the & ies, 

As once on Earth were ſeen Paſtora's Eyes, 
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Rom low and abje& Themes the Grov'ling Muſe ö 
Now mounts Aerial, to ſing of Arms | 
_ Triumphant, andemblaze the Martial Acts 
Of Britain's Heroe 3 may the Verſe not fink | 
Beneath His Merits, but detain a while 
Thy Ear, O HARLEY, (tho thy Country's Weal 
Depends on Thee, tho mighty ANNE requires 
Thy hourly Counſels) ſince with ev*ry Art 
Thy ſelf adorn'd, the mean Eſſays of Youth 
Thou wilt not damp, but guide, wherever found, 
The willing Genius to the Muſes Seat: 
Therefore Thee firſt, and laſt, the Muſe ſhall Ling, 


Long had the Gallic Monarch uncontroP'd | 
Enlarg'd his Borders, and of Human Force 


Foros flighty thought, in Heart elate, 
42 


As erſt Seſoftris, (proud Ægyptian King, 


That Monarchs barneſs'd to his Chariot yok't, | : 
( Baſe Servicude ! ) and his dethron'd Compeers . 
Lafh: furious; they in ſullen Maieſty 0 
Drew the uneaſie Load.) Nor leſs he aim'd_ TS: 
Ar Univerſal Sway For WILLIAMs Arm : Er 
Could nor avail, however tam'd in War; £4 
Nor Armies leagu'd, that diverſly aſſay'd To 
To curb his Pow?r enormous ; like an Oak, Th 
That ſtands ſecure, tho all the Winds employ Spl 
of 


Their ceaſeleſs Roar, and only ſheds its Leaves, 

Or Maſt, which the revolving Spring reſtores :; 

So ſtood he, and Alone; Alone defy*d s 

The European Thrones combin'd, and ſtill 

Had ſet at Naught their Machinations vain, 

Bur that Great ANNE, weighing th' Events of War 

Momentous, in Her prudent Heart, Thee choſe, 

Thee, CHURCELLL, to direct in nice Extreams | 

Her banner'd Legions. Now their priſtin Worth 

The Eritons recollect, and gladly change 

Sweet Native Home for unaccuſtom'd Air, 

And other Climes, where diff rent Food and Soll 
ortend. Dlſte a:pers 3 cover daik, and dry, 

| They journey toilſume, unfa: igu'd with Length 

Or March, unſtruck with Horror at the fight 


Var 


of Alpine Ridges bleak, high ſtretching Hills, 


All White with Summer Snows. They go beyond 
| The Trace of Engliſh Steps, where ſcarce the Sound 


Of Henry's Arms arriv'd 5 ſuch Strength of Heart 


| Thy Conduct, and Example gives; nor ſmall 
| Encouragement GODOLPHIN, Wile, and Juſt, 
Equal in Merit, Honour, and Succeſs, 


To Burleigh, (fortunate alike to ſerve 

The Beſt of Queens: ) He, of the Royal store 

Splendidly frugal, fits whole Nights devoid 

Of ſmeet Repoſe, Induſtrious to procure 

The Soldiers Eaſe 3 to Regions far remote 

His Care extends, and to the Britiſh Hoſt : 
Makes ravag'd. Countries plenegons as their own. 


And now, O CHURCHILL, at thy wiſhr Approack .Y 


The Germans, hopeleſs of Succeſs, forlorn, _ 
vieh many an Inroad gor'd, their drooping Cheer 
New animated rouſe ; not more rejoice 
The miſerable Race of Men, that live . 
:nighted half the Year, benumm'd with Froſis 
erpetu al, and rough Boreas keeneſt Breath, 


der the Polar Bear, inclement Sky, FN 
Vhen firſt the Sun with New-born Light removes 
be long incumbent Gloom; gladly to thee 
jeroic Laurel'd EUGENE yields the Prime, 


or thinks it N to be rankt 


In Military Honour next, altho ; 
His deadly Hand {h»ok rhe Turcheftan Throne 7 
Accurs'd, and prov'd in far divided Lands Fr 
Vi&orious ; on thy pow'rful Sword alone . 
Germania, and the Belgic Coaſt relies, | N 


Won from th'encroaching Sea: That Sword Great AI. 
Fix'd not in van on thy puiſſant Side, n 
When Thee Sh'enroll'd Her Garter'd Knights among, 0 
Illuſtrating che Noble Liſt; Her Hand 5 b 
Aflures good Omens, and Saint Georges worth 4 
Enkindles like Deſire of high Exploits. *J 
Immediate Sieges, and the Tire of War Gr 
Row! in thy eager Mind; thy Plumy Creſt 10 
Nods horrible, with more terrific Port oh 
Thou wa!k'it, and ſcem'ſt already in the Fight, df 


What spoils, what Conqueſts then did Albion hope 7 
From thy Achievements! vet thou haſt ſurpaſt 10 
Her boldeſt Vows, exceeded what thy Foes In Ar 
Could fear, or fancy; they, in Multitude Refra 
superior, fed theie Thoughts with Proſpect vain 


D:clir 
Of Victory, and Rapine, reck'ning what 

From ranſom'd Captives would accrue. Thus One 
Jovial his Mate brſpoke ; O Friend, obſerve, 
How gay wich all th'Accoutrements of War 


Tour. 
ale of 
Nuri 
He ill 
The Britons come, with Gold well fraught they come, Ee ſoc 

| Ta 


Thus far, our Prey, and tempt us to ſubdue 
Their recreant Force; how will their Bodies ſtript 
rnrich the Vicors, while che Vulcures ſate 
Their Maws with full R-paſt ! Another, warm'd | | 
With high Ambition, and Conceit of Proweſs | 
VE Inzerent, arrogan ly thus preſam'd ; | | f 
What if This Sword, full often drench'd in Blood 
ol baſe Antagoniſts, with griding Edge 
2 WW Should now cleave ſheer the exccrable Head in 
of CHURCHILL, met in Arms! or if This Hand [ 
Soon as his Army diſarray'd gins ſwerve, 
Should Ray Him flying, with retentive Gripe, f 
Confounded, and appai'a ! no trivial Price | N 
Huld ſer Him fre ., noc {mall ſhould be My Praiſe 
olkad Mim ſhickl'd, and expoſe to Scorn 
df gath'ring Crowds tne Briton's boaſted Chief, 


3 
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Thus They, in ſportive mood, their empty Taunts 
nd Menaces expreſt ; nor could their Prince 
In Arms, vain Tallard, ſrom opprobrious Speech 
Refrain; Why halt ye chus, ye Britons ? why 
: D:cline the War ? ſhall a Moraſs forbid 
[cur eaſie March? Advance; we'll bridge a Ways 

ne dale of Acceſs, Imprudent, bus Pinvite 
\ furious Lion to his Folds ! that Boaſt 
He ill abides, captiv'd in other Plight | 
come. le ſoun reviſits Britauny, that once 

Tay | 


Reſplene 


Reſplendenr came, with ſtretch't Retinue girt, 
And pompous Pageantry; O Hapleſs Fate, 
If any Arm, but CHURCHILL's, had prevail'd! 


No need ſuch Boaſts, or Exprobations falſe 
Of Cowardice; the Military Mound 
The Britiſh Files tranſcend, in evil Hour 
For their proud Foes, that fondly bra v'd their Fate, 
And now on either Side the Trumpet blew, 
Signal of Onſer, Reſolution fim 
Inſpiring, and pernicious Love of War. 
The adverſe Fronts in rue ful Conflict meet, 
Collecting all their Might ; for on th' Event 
Decifive of this bloody Dav depends 
The Fate of Kingdoms; With leſs Vehemence 
The great Competitors for Rome engag'd, 
Ceſar, and Pompey, on Pharſalian Plains, 


Where tern Bellona, with one final Stroke, = 
Adjudg'd the Empire of this Globe to One. Wig 
Here the Bavarian Duke his Brigades leads, S:: 
Gallant in Arms, and Gaudy to behold, | BY 
Bold Champion ! brandiſhing his Noric Blade, fe c 
Ben temper'd Steel, ſucce ſsleſs prov'd in Field! 27 
Next Tallard, wich his Celtic Infantry rpiry 
Preſump:uous comes: Here CHURCHILL,not ſo prom: (;, 
To Vaunt, as Fight, his hardy Coborts joins Dr 


With EUGENE'S German Force, Now from each V bag þ 


The been Inſtruments of Death diſcharge 
nn | . Herri | 


dl 


ate, 


Horrible Flames, and turbid ſtreaming Clouds 
of Smoak ſulphureous; intermix't with theſe 
Large globous Irons fly, of dreadful Hiſs, 
cingeing the Air, and from long Diſtance bring 
Surprizing Slaughter 5 on each ſide they fly 

By Chains connex t, and wich deſtructive Swe ep 
Behead whole Troops at once 3 the bairy Scalps | 
are whirl'd aloof, while numerous Trunks beftrow 
Ti.cnſanguin'd Field s with latent Miſchief ſtor'd 
Show's of Granadoes rain, by ſudden Burſt 
Diſploding murd'rous Bowels, fragments of Steel, 
Ard Stones, and Glaſs, and nitrous Grain aduſt, 

\ Thouſand Ways at once the ſhiver'd Orbs 

iy diverſe, working Torment, and foul Kour 

ith deadly Bruile, and Gaſhes furrow'd deep, 
i Pain impatient, tae high prancing Steeds 

{lain the Curb, and flinging to and fro, 

purn Their dilmounted Riders 3 they expire 
ſlignant, by unheltile Wounds deſtroy'd. 


rſhing, aud loud Laments invoking Aid, 
npity'd, and unheard; the louder Din 


Prom Guns, and Trumpecs clang, and ſolemn Sound 


each V nz hung the Fight, tew Marks of tear were ſeen, | 


Horri 


Drums overcame their Groans. In equal Scale 


Thus thro each Army Death, in various Shapes, 
teraibd ; here mangled Limbs, here Brains and Gore 
re clotted 3 Liteleſs Some: With Aaguilh Theſe 


> 
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None of Retreat: As when two adverſe Winds, 
Sublim'd from dewy Vapours, in mid Sky 
Engage with horrid Shock, the ruffled Brine 
Roars normy, they together daſh the Clouds, 
Levying their Equal Force with utmoſt Rage; 


_ undecided laſts the Airy Strife. | | 
So they, em : Till churchill, viewing when 
The Violence of Tallard moſt prevaild, Wk 
Came to oppoſe His ſlau ght ring Arm 5 wich ſpeed Nie 
Precipitant He Rode, urging His Way Vit 
O'cr Hills of gaſping Heroes, and fall'n Steeds is 

' Rowling in Death: DeſicuRiion, grim with Blood, Hor 
Attends His furious Courſe, Him thus cnrag! a . 
Deſcrying from afar ſome Engineer, | Wie 
Dextrous to guide th unerring Charge, defign'd ie 


By One nice Shot to terminate the War. 
With Aim direct the levelPd Bullet fler, 
But miſs d her Scope (for Deſtiny withſtood 
Tb approaching Wound) and guiicleſs Plough' d her N 
Beneath His Courſer; round His Sacred Head _ 
The glowing Balls play innocent, while He 
Wich dire impetuous Sway deals Fatal Blows 
Amongſt the icatter'd Gauls. But O Beware 
Great Warrior, nor too prodigal of Life 
Expoſe the Britiſh Safety ; Hath not Fove 
Already warn d Thee co wichdraw? Reſerve 
N {6lf for other Palms, Eu. a now Thy Aid 


EU Then 


EUGENE, with Regiments une qual preſt, 
Awaits 3 This Day of all His Honours gain d 
deſpoils Him, if Thy Succour opportune 
Defends not the ſad Hour: Permit not Thou | 
o Brave a Leader with the Vulgar Herd 

ro bite rhe Ground unnoted. - Swift, and Fierce 
wintry Storm, He flies, to reinforce _ 4 
The yielding Wing 3 in Gallic Blood again i| 
e des His eking Sword, and ſtrows the Ground : | N 
Vith headleſs Ranks: (fo Ajax interpos d 1 
u Sevenfold Shield, and. ckiccwl Lurrtor's Son, | | 
or Valour much, and Warlike Wiles Renown'd; ED | 4 
ben the Inſulting Trogans urg'd Him fore | 
With tilted Spears:) Unmanly Dread invades | 1 
he French aſtony'd ; ſtraight Their uſeleſs Am l 
They quit, and in Their ſwift Retreat confide, 

nſeemly Yelling : diſtant Hills return — 

de hideous Noiſe, What can They do? or how 
itbſtand His Wide-deſtroying Sword? or where 

ind Shelter thus repuls d? behind wirh Wrath | 
efiltleG, t h'Eager Engliſh Champions Preſs 

baſtiſing tardy Flight; Before them rowls 

s Current ſwift the Danube, Vaſt, and Deep 

upream of Rivers; to the frightful Brink, 

_ I'g'd by compulfive Arms, ſoon as they reacht, 

d New Horror chill'd Their Veins 3 devote They ſaw 

uo bemſclyes to wretched Doom; with Efforts vain, 


when 


ed 


lood, 


her V 
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Encourag'd by Deſpair, or Ol ſtinate 

To Fall lke Men in Ams, Some dare renew 
Fe ble knpac cement, reciting 4 r1CUs Fate 
On the fiem tant th KR an fi ed, 
And push. y M. R. FOR: UCEs ave, gt u! Hand, 
Leap Jung in tre wide extended Fiood 2 

Bands, 1 umcrous as the Mer tbian S. Idiery | 
Thor ſwelPd the Erythrean Wave, when Wall'd 
The Unfroze Waters marvelouſly flood, 5 


W | Obſervant of the Grest Cemmand- Upbore 5 


By frotby Billoxs Thouſands float the Stream 

In cumbrous Mail, with love of farther Shore; 
Confiding in their Hards, that ſcd'lous ſtrive 
- To cut th*cutragicus Fluent : In this Diſtreſs, 
Ev'n in the fight of Death, Some, Tokens ſhew 
Of fearleſs Friendſhip, and their linking Mates 
Suſtain 3 vain Love, tho laudable ! abſorpt 

By a fierce Eddy, They togetber ſound 

The vaſt Proſundity; their Horſcs paw 


The ſmelling Surge, with fruitleſs Toi! : Surcharg! 


And in his Courſe cbfiruQted ly large Spoil, 
The River flows redundant, and attacks 
The lingring Re mrant with unuſual Tide; 
Then Rowling back, in His Capacious Lap 
Ingulfs Their whole Militia, quick immerſt. 
So when ſome ſwelt' ring Travellers retire 


p 


4\ 
„ 


To leafy Shades, near the cool Sunleſs Verge 
Of Paraba, Brafilian Stream 3 Her Tail 


Of vaſt Excention, from Her watry Den, 


A griſly Hydra ſuddenly ſhoots forth, 
Infidious; and with curPd invenom'd Traia 
Embracing horridly, at once the Crew 

Into the River whirles ; th'unweeting Prey 
Entwiſted roars, the parted Wave rebounds: 


Nor did the Britiſh, Squadrons now ſurceaſe 
To gall their Foes o'erwhelm'd 5 full many feſt 
In the moiſt Element a fcorching Death, 

Pierc'd ſinking 3 Sbrouded in a dusky Cloud 
The Current flows, with livid miſſive Flames 
poiling, as once Pergamean Kanthus boil'd, 
Inflam'd by Vulcan, when th'Swiſt-footed Son 
Of Peleus to bis baleful Barks purſu'd _ 
The Rraggling Trojans : Nor leſs Eager drove 
Victor ĩous CHURCHILL His deſponding Foes 
into the deep Immenſe, that many a League 


:charg I impurpl'd ran, with guſhing Gore diſtain'd. 


Thus the 'Experienc'd Valour of One Man, 
Mighty in Conflict, reſcu'd harraſt Pow'rs 


From Ruin impendent, and th'afflicted Throne 


Imperial, that once Lorded oer the World, = 
buſtain'd, With prudent Stay, be long deſerr'd 


He rough Contention, nor would deign to rout 


1 An Hoſt diſparted; when, in Union firm 
Embody d, They Advanc'd, collecting All 
Their Strength, and worthy ſeem'd to be ſubdu'd; . 


He the proud Boaſters ſent, with ſtern Aſſault, f 
Down to the Realms of Night. The Britiſh Souls, ( 
CA Lamentable Race!) that ceasd to breathe, \ 
On Landen-Plains, this Heav'nly Gladſome Air, 7 
Exult to ſee the RR Cheſts deſcend 
Unnumber'd ; well aveng'd, they quit the Cares 
Of Mortal 1 hs and Drink th'Oblivious Lake. 1 
Not ſo the New Inhabitants; They rom W 6 
Erroneous, and diſconſolate, Themſelves ER. 
| | Accufing, and their Chiefs, improvident H. 
Of Military Chance 3 when lo! They ſee, ci 
Tbrô che Dun Miſt, in Blooming Beauty freſh, = 3 
Two Lovely Youths, that Amicably walkt Fix 


O'er Verdant Meads, and pleas'd,; perbaps, revolv'd In 
ANN A's late Corqueits 3 One, to Empire Born, 


Egregious Prince, whoſe Manly Childhood ſhew'd bie 
His mingled Parents, and portended Joy = 
Unſpeakable; Thou, His Aſſociate Dear Hs 
Once in this Wil. 1 tor now by Fate di join d, Hop 
Had thy pre ſid ing Star propitious ſhene, Tha 
Should ſt CHURCHILL be! Bur Heav? 7 levere cu: ſhort Una 

Their ſpringing Years, nor weuld, this Ile ſhould bon le 

Gifrs fo Important ! Them the Gallic Shades ee, 
| His ( 


ins, read in either rad iant Lock - 
Mark 


v'd 


Marks of Exceſſive Dignity and Grace, 
Delighted; till, in One, their Curious Eye ; 
Dilcerns their Great Subduer's Awful Mien, ] 
And Correſponding Features Fair; ro Them 
Confuſion ! Straight che Airy Phantomes fleet, 
With Headlong Haſte, and Dread a new Perſuic 3 
The Image pleas d wich Joy Paternal Smiles. 


Enough, O Muſe; the ſadly- pleaſing Theme 
Leave, with theſe Dark Abodes, and Re-aſcend 
To breathe the upper Air, where Triumphs wait 
The Conqu'ror, and ſav'd Nations joint Acclaim. 
Hark, how the Canon, inoffenſive Now, 


bo 3 — 


Cives Signs of Gratulation; ſtrugglin g Crouds | 

From ev'ry City flow; with ardent Gaze 

Fixt, they behold the Britiſß Guide, of Sight 

Inſatiate 3 waillt His Great Redeeming Hand 

Exch Prince affc&s to touch relpectſul. See, 

EO Pruſſia's king tranſported Entertains 

His Mighty Gueſt 3; to Him the Roy al pledge, 

Hope of his Realm, comme (with berter Fate, 

Than to the Trojan Chief Evander gave 

Unhappy Pallas) and intreats to ſhew 

Tue Skill and Rudiments auſtere of War. 

ee, with what Joy, Him LEOPOLD declares | 

His Great Deliverer ; and courts accept 
| 3 


— — — 


Me Bn —„-— 


Of Titles, wich —— Modeſty 

Better reſus d. Mean while the Hau hty king 
Far humbler Thoughts now learns; Belpair and Fear 
Now firſt he feels; his Laurels all at once 


Torn from his Aged Head, in Life's extream, 
Diſtca@ his Soul; nor can Great Boileau's Harp 
Of various ſouading Wire, beſt taught to calm . 
Whatever Paſſion, and exzult the Soul 
With bigheſt Strains, his languid Spirits cheer x 8 
Rage, Shame, and Grief, alternate in his Breaſt. 


: But who can tell what Pangs, what ſharp Remorſe 
Torment the Boian Prince? From Native Soil 
1 | Exil'd by Fate, torn from the dear Embrace 
Ui Of weeping Conſort, and depriv'd the Sight 
Of his young guiltleſs Progeny, he ſeeks 


Inglorious Shelter, in an Alien Land 3 
Deplorable! but that his Mind averſe 

To Right, and Inſineere, would violate 

His plighted Faith: Why did he not accept 
Friendly Compoſure offer' d -r well weigh, 
Wich Whom he muſt Contend? Encount ring ficrce 
The Solymæan Sultan, he overthrew. 


Wi! His Mooay Troops, returning bravely ſmear'd 
With Painim Blood effus'd ; nor did the Gal rz 
Nor fiad him once a baleful Foe: But when, | ie 


of Counſel raſh, new Meaſures he perſues, 

Unhappy Prince (no more a Prince) he ſees 

ar Þ Too late his Error, fore d t'implore Relief 
of Him, he once defy'd. O Deſtitute | 
Of Hope, unpity'd ! Thou ſhould'ſt firſt have thought 
of perſevering ſtedfaſt; now upbraid | 
Thy own inconſtant Ill-aſpiring Heart, 
Lo! how the Noric Plains, thr6 Thy Default, 
Riſe hilly, with large Piles of ſlaughter'd Knights, | 
Beſt Men, that Warr'd till firmly for their Prince, 
Tho Faithleſs, and Unſhaken Duty ſhew'd ; 

Worthy of Better End. Where Cities ſtood, 

Well Fenc'd, and Numerous, Deſolation Reigns, 

And Emptineſs, diſmay'd, unfed, unbous'd, | 

The Widow, and the Orphan Strole around 

he Deſart wide ; with oft retorted Eye 

bey view the Gaping Walls, and Poor Remains? 

Vi Manſions, once their own (now loathſome Haunts 

Vf Birds obſcene), bewailing loud the Loſs 

{ Spouſe, or Sire, or 30n, e'er Manly Prime 

ain in ſad Conflict, and complain of Fate 

Partial, and too Rigorous 3 lain, find 


orſe 


Lc ere to Retire themſelves, or where Appeaſe 
walflictive keen Defice of Food, expoꝰ d 
0 Wins and aA and Jaws of Savage Beaſts, 


4 Thrice Happy Allien! from the World disjoin a 
IHeav'n Propitious, Blitsful Scat of Peace ! 
3 Learn 


Learn from Thy Neighbour's Miſeries to Prize 
Thy Welfare Crown d with Nature's Choiceſt Gifts, 
Remote Thou hear'ſt the Dire Effect of War, 
Depopulation, void alone of Fehr, 

And Peril, whilſt the Diſmal Symphony 
Of Drums and Clarions other Realms annoys. - I 
Th Berian Scepter undecided, here 5 


Engages mighty Hoſts in waſteful Strife 5 
From diff rent Climes the Flow'r of Youth deſcends þ 

Down to the Lufitanian Vales, reſolv'd | Ss 7 

With utmoſt Hazard to Enthrone their Prince, W 6; 

Gallic, or Auſtrian ; Havoc dire enſues, 0 
And wild Uproar : The Natives, dubious whom = ©: 

9 5 They muſt Obey, in Conſternation wait 3 = 
Till rigid Conqueſt will pronounce their Liege. MW 

Nor is the Brazen Voice of War unheard of 


On the mild Latian Shore; what Sighs and Tears 5 


Hath EQGENE caus'd! How many Widows curſe Wh 


His cleaving Faulchion ! Fertile Soil in vain! Wo 
What do thy Paſtures, or thy Vines avail, The 
Beſt Boon of Heav's |! or buge Taburnus, cloth d ! 
Wich Olives, when fer“ nel Battel mows'\ uad 
The Planters, with their Harveſt immature? by 
See, with what Outrage from the froſty North, The i 
The early Valiant Swede draws forth bis Wings is) 
In Battailous Array, while Vo/ga's Stream ind | 


Sends Oppoſi:e, in nige Armor clad, 


Is 


Wi 


U 

Her Rorderers 3 on mutual Slaughter bent, 
They rend their Countries. How is Poland vext 
Witch Civil Broils, while Two Elected Kings 
Contend for Sway ? Uahbappy Nation, lefc 

Thus free of Choice ! The Engliſh, undiſturb'd 
With ſuch ſad Privilege, ſubmiſs Obey | 
Whom Heav'n ordains Supream, with Rev? reace dug 
Not Thraldom, in fit Liberty ſecurc. 


+ 
From Scepter'd Kings, in long Deſcent deriv'd, 
Thou ANNA Ruleſt, Prudent to promote 

Thy People's Eaſe at home, nor Scudious leſs 

of Europe's God; to Thee, of Kingly Rights 
Sale Arbiereſs, declining Thrones, and Pow'rs — 9 
Sue for Relief; Thou bid'ſt Thy CHURCHILL ge,] 
guecour the Injur'd Realms, Defeat the Hopes 
of Haughty LOUIS, unconfin'd ; He goes 
Oblequious, and the dread Command fulfils, 
in One Great Day. Again Thou giv'ſt in Charge | 

To ROOK, that He ſhould let that Monarch know, 
The Empire of the Ocean wide diffus d 

I; Thine 3 behold ! with winged Speed He rides 
Undaunted o'er the lab'ring Main, t'aſſert 

by liquid Kingdom; at his near Approach 
The Gallic Navies, impotent to bear 

is Volly'd Thunder, torn, diſſever'd, ſcud, 

nd blels the friendly incerpoſing Nighs, 


Hail, Mighty QUEEN, reſerv'd by Fate, to Grace if 
The New-born Age; what Hopes may we conceive I 
Of future Years, when to Thy Early Reign 
Neptune ſubmits his Trident, and Thy Arms 
Already have prevail d to th'urmoſt Bound 
He / perian, Calpe, by Alcides fixt, 
Mountain Sublime, that caſts a Sade of Length 
Immeaſurable, and Rules the Inland Waves * 
Let Others, with Inſatiate Thirſt of Rule, 
Invade their Neigbbours Lands, neglect the Ties 
Of Leagues, and Oaths; this Thy peculiar Praile 
Be Kill, to Study Right, and Quell the Force 
ol Kings Perfidious z let them learn from Thee 
1M That neither Strength, nor Policy refin d 
Fall with Succeſs be Crown'd, where Juſtice fail. 
Thou with Thy own Content, not for Thy Self, 
Subdueſt Regions 3 Generous to Raiſe 
The Suppliant Knee, and Curb the Rebel Neck, 
The German Boaſts Thy Conqueſts, and Enjoys - 
The Great Advantage; nought to Thee redounds 
But inden from Thy Los Mind. 


Auſpicious QUEEN, fince in ho Realms ſecure 
Of Peace, Theu Reign'ſt, and Victory attends 
Thy diſtant Enſigns, with Compaſſion view 
Europe EmbroiPd ; Still Thou (for Thou Alone 
Sufficient art) the jarring Kingdoms Ire, 
. Reciprocally ruinous ; Say Who 


Graes 
icetye 


falls. 


f, 


re 


Shall 


hall weild th'Heſperian, Who the Poliſh Sword, 


x Thy Decree 3 the trembling Lands ſhall hear 

by Voice, Obedient, leſt Thy Scourge ſhould bruiſe 
heir Stubborn Necks, and CHURCHILL in his Wrath 
ke Them Remember Bleinbeim with Regree, 


Thus fhall the Nations, Aw'd to Peace Extol 
by Pow'r, and Juſtice 3 Jealouſies and fears, 
ud Hate Infernal baniſht ſhall retire 

0 Mauritania, or the Badrian Coaſts, 

r Tartary, Engend'cing Diſcords fell 

Imongſt the Enemies of Truth; while Arts 
xific, and Inviolable Love 

buriſh in Europe. Hail Saturnian Days 
zurning ! In perpetual Tenor run 
table, and Shed your Influence Sweet 

n Vircuous ANNA's Head; ye Happy Days, 
HR reſtor'd, Her Juſt Deſigns compleat, 5 
id, mildly on HER Shining, Bleſs the World. 


Thus from the Noiſy Croud exempt, with Eaſe, 
nd Plenty bleſt, amid the Mazy Groves 3 

vrect Solitude!) where Warbling Birds provoke 
ae Silent Muſe, delicious Rural Seat 

Ji SAINT JOHN, Engliſh Menn nis, I preſum d 

o Sing Britannic Tropnies, inex pert | 
War, wich mean Attempt 3 while He intene 


0 MANN A's Will Ordains) to Expedite His | 


His Military Charge; no Leiſure finds 
To String His Charming Shell; But when Return! 
Conſummate Peace ſhall Rear Her Chearful Head, 
Then ſhall His CHURCHILL in Sublimer Verſe 
For Ever Triumph; lateſt Times ſhall learn 
From Such a Chief to Fight, and Bard, to Sing. 


